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NOTE HOW LiSTERINE 
GARGLE REDUCED GERMS 


The two drawings illustrate height of 
range in germ reductions on mouth and 
throat surfaces in test cases before and 
after gargling Listerine Antiseptic. 
Fifteen minutes after gargling, germ 
reductions up to 96.7% were noted; 
and even one hour after, germs 
were still reduced as much as 80%. 


A Cold Is An Infection, Treat It As 
Such With Germ-Killing Action 


Tests showed that Listerine Antiseptic 
reduced surface germs as much as 
96.7% even 15 minutes after the gargle; 
tip to 80% one hour later. 

Often the prompt and frequent use of Lis- 
terine Antiseptic helps old Mother Nature to 
combat a cold before it becomes serious. 

Here’s one reason why, we believe. 

Listerine Antiseptic reaches way back on 
throat surfaces to kill millions of the "secondary 
invaders” which, many noted laryngologists 
say, arc responsible for so many of a cold’s 
miserable symptoms. 

We feel that Listerine’s quick germ-killing 
action explains its amazing test record against 


colds during a period of 10 years. 

Remember that in clinical tests made during 
these 10 years: 

Regular twice-a-day users of Listerine actually 
had fewer colds, shorter colds, and milder colds than 
those who did not gargle with it. 

So, when you feel a cold coming on, gargle 
with full strength Listerine Antiseptic— quick 
and often. You may save yourself a long siege 
of trouble. 

Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo. 

GARGLE 

USTERINE-dO/Cn 




Plan Your Future 

Choose Your Field NOW For Success 

Will you master fate or will fate master you? That's a question deserving 
your honest answer. . .right now! Actually it is largely up to you. You can do 
with Life almost what you will. LaSalle will help you establish yourself for 
real success by providing you with the comprehensive, specialized training 
for which it is so famous. Choose your field . . . now! Check the coupon 
below for the free booklet you want us to send you. It can he your first step 
toward assured success 


Opportunities in 

Traffic Management 

The field of Traffic Management offers real opportunity 
only to the man who knows. Spare time study and the 
will to succeed have pushed scores of Traffic employees 
up the ladder to financial success. Many LaSalle-trained 
traffic managers — in the railroad, truck and industrial 
field — -now command salaries of $3,000.00 to $5,000.00 
a year — and better. Investigate. Find out how you can 
qualify for these higher positions throuvli LaSalle home- 
study and guidance. 

Law for Business Success 

And it isn’t necessary to practice law to get this 
Success. In fact probably most of the men who study 
law today have no idea of taking the bar examination 
or becoming lawyers — they want law training to help 
them master men and situations in business. You know 
that— 

(1) the man with legal training is a leader — not 
a follower. 

(2) legal training keens your mind — ^clears away 
the problems that stump the ordinary fellow 
and makes you master instead of man. * 

(3) knowledge of la w simplifies the complications 
of executive work. 

(4) Many top executive places are filled by men 
who have studied law. 

No matter whether you are in a big corporation or a 
small business — in a city or a little town — a practical 
knowledge of law can hardly fail to be of real and 
vital help to you in making a more successful career. 

In every state in the union you’ll find law-trained 
men who came up through LaSalle. What others have 
done, you can do. 

And LaSalle offers either a full law course leading to 
LL. B. or a shorter business law training — whichever 
you prefer. All text material, including valuable 14- 
volurae Law Library. Training comprises the most 
effective features of modern law instruction. 

Executive Training 

Executives who are efficient managers command re- 
sponsible positions and good incomes. And the need for 


.rained executives is growing rapidly. We train you 
thoroughly at home in your spare time for every type of 
executive work — teach you the principles and practices 
used by our most successful business leaders and help 
you develop your management capacity — by a training 
built with the aid of outstanding executives. 

Become an 
Expert Accountant 
The Profession That Pays 

The demand for skilled accountants — men who really 
know their business — is increasing rapidly. New state 
and federal legislation requires much more, and more 
efficient accounting from business — big and small. Cor- 
porations are in constant need of expert counsel in mat- 
ters relating to Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business 
Law, Organization, Management, Finance. Men who 
rove their qualifications in this important branch of 
usiness are rapidly promoted to responsible executive 
positions — given an opportunity to earn real salaries. 
The range is from $2,000.00 to $ 10,000.00 a year — even 
to higher income figures. 

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you can at home 
acquire a thoro understanding of Higher Accountancy, 
master its fundamental principles, become expert in the 
practical application of these principles — this without 
losing an hour of work or a dollar of pay. 

Your training will be under the direct supervision of 
a staff of legal, organization and management special- 
ists, business efficiency engineers and Certified Public 
Accountants. 

Preliminary knowledge of bookkeeping is unnecessary. 
We train you from the ground up, or from where you 
now are, according to your individual needs. 

Mr. Salesman: What*s Wrong? 

Why aren’t you making more sales — more money? Is it 
you — or your proposition? Check up first on yourself. 
Other men — no better than you — have found their 
earnings jump and stay up when they trained with 
LaSalle. Literally thousands of men — many of them 
years at the game — have increased their sales volume 
and earnings through home study with LaSalle guid- 
ance. Sound— practical — usable — right from field ex- 
perience. Train for top-notch production with LaSalle. 
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Complete Book-Length Novel 

THE RADIO PLANET Ralph Milne Farley 6 

On a planet divided against itself, like the world ot Venus, it was a 
super-human task for a single Earth-man to lead one half against the 
other. But Myles Cabot knew radio, and Venus is a radio world 
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This eerie tale of the Elf-water was written by the author of the famous 

novel. South Wind 


THE READERS' VIEWPOINT 


F eature 


121 


The June Issue IT ill Be On Sale April 17 


- A RED STAR 

THE FRANK A. MUNSEY COMPANY, Pnhli^hor, 280 Broadway, NEW YORK, N. Y, 

WILLIAM T. DEWART. Presiden! &. Treasurer WILLIAM T. DEWART. JR., Secrclary 

PARIS: HACHETTE &. CIE. J11 Hue Kctutiiir 

LONDONtTHE CONTINENTAL HUIiLlSllEUS cV DlSTllllJl.TOllS LTD , :i L:i lUllc Sstinauc*. I.iul-iilc lliM. London, E.C. 4 

fopyrlghl. 1942, by Fr:mk A Coiniiany. ni-im'tiUil.v. Slngli,' copirs l.'r ((oils. l*.v ihi' year T'c; in rnik-tl Ktntcs, 

its do.pondoncles, Mexico and Ciilni. Ollier coniuiies, $J,.20. (Niiuti'y bhoiild not. be seiii unics-' Itctoiiiiinres should be 

'nade hv <.lie(.'k. expres.s niotiey order or postal money order, lUicnuned as secotul class tnatii'i- .Maii'li lift, liili), at i.lic post 
office. New York, N. Y. tinder llic Act of March 1871). Ci'pyi igliLed in (Ircai Ih l'ain. 1‘rintial in I, .s.A. 

- ■ — ■ Other RED STAR Magazities 

\UaOSY DKTKCTIVE I'lC'TION SFCTIKT LOVE KEVELATinNS ALL STOIIY I.OVK flA II, JIO.V I.) MAGAZINE 

AI.L-STATl LOVE 


0 





'/mtAjmemuT 

WA A CHm-THECHim! 




"I WAS SKIDDING TOWARDS ETIRNITY when I remembered my flashlight. Its 
‘bright beam flooded the road ahead. Thanks to Eveready’ jresh d.ated bat- 
teries, 1 drove the six miles safely, saving not only my life, but the 2.000 
truck and its lI '/2 ton cargo. ye // y. v ’ 

issgtied} (y. (/ 

"The word "Eveready " is a registered trade-mark oj i\atio}/a/ Carbon Company, Inc. 


FRESH BATTERIES LAST L0NGER...^tt//^i$^ DATE-Lll^ 


NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC., 30 EAST 4 2nd STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y. 

.Unit Ot Union Carbide and Carbon Corporobon 
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Meni Women ! Old at 
40 ) 50 ) 60 ! Get Pep 

Feel Years Younger, Full of Vim 

Don t tihinn rvhnnstcd, worn-out. run-down feolinji on .vom ag**- 
'I’lioiisaiids aiiia/oil fit wlml a lUMo up with Ostic.\ will do. 

<'iituaitis loiilrs ufti'ii lu'edod after 40 — hy l)odies lacking 

lioii. 1^111011111 ijlin.^phaUv '\'ltanrui Rl. A 7:^-,vcar-()ki doitor urltcs: 
'7 tiink ii iinsclf. Hcxili' ucrc- line.” Special introdiH'tory size 
'raMcIs ((XT' r.fi’v do, fi-elinj; pcii’ios.^, old. Stall 

irliii;; iii'iiiiicr und Vtiiinsicr. da.i I-'np '.dr at dl 

d I iL'. -il I iic'; I'V evywl ifi e 
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til's', ii' I'lierei vniii iineiiMi'ii 

I — n ithnlii ii'i|);-a'.i:'ti i tel fret- "H.'intd lU 

1 11'. enl ’Mil” fii'Ul ."I'. 1 IS jiaui- Itnol;, "Caiml 

:;dde fi*r i*ie It |•.•-Il( <>I . ' ' Tii!;i' - 

Wii'e 'M-u 

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN 

(l,->Li--i'Ted rateiil Alti'itne,\ 

2in5-C Ad.'inu Building Washinnlmi. d l. 


Do You Wont To Get Ahead ? 



HOME STUDY BOOK CO. 


Dopt. 31 1251 So. WaPaeO Ave.. Ci'icAU'>- 


^FREE 
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l-Z TOMS 

MIDWEST 


SPRUD CHASSIS 

?;s 50 »»TRADE-IN[^g 3 ' 

Wrile for FREE Catalog Shewing 
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,^^ecordef » . >o 16 Tubes. 
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Goasrapldlj’ M your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work — prepares you for 
entrance to college. Standard H. S. texts supplied — 

Diploma. (Irodlt for H. 3. ■at>j»c*t<< alreodT completed. Slnu’le eob. 
locts If deelred. Ifivh *eh«»ol educarton fe ▼•rjr importotit for 
▼oncement In baelnoM and Indiiitry and aoclanr. Don I be naom* 
ttpped all FOOT life. Be e Hlir?' SrhogI *raduate. Start vwr 
training now. Krea rtilletin " ''jueet. No obligation 

^Am^rlean ^hool H-3SQ Prewei at 


HEAD COLDS MISERIES 


CATARRH 


Kondon’s Nasal Jellj' relieves nasal conges- 
tion in a jiffy. It may be needless to suffer 
clogged, runny nose, stuffed up head, watery 
eyes, roaring ears. Kondon^s helps nose drain, 
opens way for breathing comfort, soothes ir- 
ritation, reduces swelling. Used for over 
For FREE TRIAL write KONDON'S. Dept. C-8 
Nicollet, Minneapolis, Minn. 




WHY WEAR 
DIAMONDS 

W'lien diamond-dazzling Zircons from 
Mic Mines of far-away >ry.';tlc Siam are 
0 effective urul inexpensive? Stand achl. 
mi glass, full of FIHE. Thrilling 
■ ■onuty, e.tqnhlte mountings. F.vamine 
I'ofore you buy. Write for FllEE oata- 
Icgus. Addros-s: 

The ZIRCON CO. 

Di'pt. 46. Wheeling. W. Va. 


ASTHMA 

Kidder’s Asthmatic Pastilles give quick relief from the 
pains or discomforts due to Asthma or Asthmatic attacks, 
because their pleasant, soothing fumes are inhaled directly 
to where the spasms are occurring. In use over 100 years. 
Proscribed by physicians. SOc or $1 at drug stores, or 
inailed postpaid. Don’t suffer. Buy TODAY. Kidder & Co. 
(EsI. 1804). Boardwalk Arcade, Atlantic City. N. J. 


The hook they Ve talking abouf.' 

^ SIMPLIFIED ART ANATOMY 
OF THE HUMAN FIGURE 

by Charfes Carlson. One of the most informative 
ljook.s of its kind for both student and professional 
•irtists. Charts, notes, and over 350 drawings 
•ihow detailed studies of every pert of Jhe body, 
posed, and in action. ONLY SI. POSTPAID. 
House of Little Boohs, 156 5th Av., N. Y. 



Classified Adveriisements 

The Purpose of this Department is to put the reader 
in touch immediately with the newest needfuls for the 
HOME, OFFICE, FARM, or PERSON; to offer, or seek, on 
unusual BUSINESS OPPORTUNITY, or to suggest a service 
that may be performed satisfactorily through correspond- 
ence. It will pay a housewife or business man equally 
well to read these advertisements carefully. 


ART PICTURES 

THRILLING-SENSATION AL-MEXICAN-CUBAN 

l*ii lures — Unolcs - Misr-olliineon.? 

.■^aiiilUes — l,lsi> - •>() (•('nts 

iQRDAN 135 T. Brighton St., Boston, Mas).. 


BOOKS WANTED 

I'ov iiiiiiivs liiul pamiililets. SriiJ three eont staim 
I") tiiiil,*! ih'-ii jiiiiii.' Iclttils of Imaks l)nv. 

PENN BOOK COMPANY 

Box 2172 Philadelpliia. Penna 


EDUCATIONAL 

CORRESPONDENCE courses mul eduealionul hooks, slightly used 
Siild IJcnicd. l':»<h:itigo(I. All suhloets. Satisfaotinn gmiraiiU'ed. Cash 
IKiui fcir iKi'il I'lmrso.K. (’nmpUdf details and barg.aln catalog FUKl'! 
WiiTc NELSON COMPANY. 500 Sherman. Dept. C-214. Chicago. 


FOR SALE 

I'lu' l.nfd's iiiaycr lot .Vdiii lui.^sionar.v church; each inonih iiiui' 
It'l:! fill III i .^iiPiii,! y auuiU. Fees ;'l 

^^'lile Gold-Leller-SIgn-Mail, 1170 Canal St.. 

S. Warren, Ohio 


HELP WANTED 

Itrliaiile .Vliiii <'i NN'iitiiiiti wiiiilcd to tall titi I'arrtiei's. Sumr' tnakiiiv 
MU ill a 'M'.'lt. Fxiierienee iinnecessary. 

Write McNcfs Company 

Deiil. 590, Freeport, Illinois 


NURSES TRAINING SCHOOLS 
MAKE UP TO $25-35 WEEK 

.\t5 A 'ri;.ATNlCr> I’l.At’TKtAL NTHSl',' I. earn tuilekly :i( liunie 
P.' II .h ] e I I' M'e. 

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING. Dept. D-2, Chicago 


SONG POEMS WANTED 

s()N(;wiiiT!:its 

Si hil l*i>e)ii' fur I'l.KlO 1’ X ' I J N ATI O \ , Heemdiiigs made. 
CI.VIvMA .SON'tJ (’O:\irANY. 

r.ii.v I'clil. 11-2. Il'illytvt.fjd, ('alltVirnla 

SdNt; !•() E.M WUlTldlS: SExTV rs YOl'Il OJIKII.X.M, I’OK.M 
.MO’l'Il Hit, IlilMH. l.dVH. SAf'HHIl. I’ATKIOTK' Olt ANY 
Sl'B.IH(”T. Foil Ol'lt (IFFKR AND FRHI'; ItllV.MlNd DICTION 
Alty AT ONCE. RlClf.^nn linos, hi WOOD.S IICILDINO. 
( II 1CA(;0 Tl.I;. 

SONG POEMS WANTED 

Tn he set to nuisic. I'h'ec (’xaniiiialinn. Send for offer. 

J. CHAS. McNEIL. Master of Music 
510-FM So. Alexandria LOS ANGELES. CALIF. 


SONG POEMS 

Ui'Hiihic Herordings .Made. FIVH STAlt MC 
Iteatoii UMl. ll.i-;inn. Mas<, 


set lo music. Send 
islderathiii. Phonn- 
rc MASTERS, fil.' 
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DO THE DEAD RETURN? 


A strange man in Los Angeles, known os 
"The Voice of Two Worlds," tells of as- 
tonishing experiences in far-off and 
mysterious Tibet, often called the land of 
miracles by the few travelers permitted to 
visit it. Here he lived among the lamas, 
mystic priests of the temple. "In your 
previous lifetime," a very old lama told 
him, "you lived here, a lama in this 
temple. You and I were boys together. I 
lived on, but you died in youth, and were 
reborn in England. I have been expecting 
your return." 

The young Englishman was amazed as 
he looked around the temple where he 
was believed to have lived and died. It 
seemed uncannily familiar, he appeared 
to know every nook and corner of it, yet 
at least in this lifetime— he had never 
been there before. And mysterious was 
the set of circumstances that had brought 
him. Could it be a case of reincarnation, 
that strange belief of the East that souls 
return to earth again and again, living 
many lifetimes? 

Because of their belief that he had for- 
merly been a lama in the temple, the 
lamas welcomed the young man with 
open arms and taught him rare mysteries 
and long-hidden practices, closely 
guarded for three thousand years by the 
sages, which have enabled many to per- 
form amazing feats. Ho says that the 
system often leads to almost unbelievable 
improvement in power of mind, can be 
used to achieve brilliant business and 
professional success as well as great hap- 
piness. The young man him'«^^ loter be- 



came a noted explorer and geographer, 
a successful publisher of maps and at- 
lases of the Far East, used throughout 
the world. 

"There is in all men a sleeping giant of 
mindpower," he says. "When awakened, 
it can make man capable of surprising 
feats, from the prolonging of youth to 
success in many other worthy endeav- 
ors." The system is said by many to pro- 
mote improvement in health; others tell 
of increased bodily strength, courage 
and poise. 

"The time has come for this long-hidden 
system to be disclosed to the Western 
world," declares the author, and offers 
to send his amazing 9000 word treatise 
—which reveals many startling results— 
to sincere readers of this publication, free 
of cost or obligation. For your free copy, 
address the Institute of Mentalphysics, 
213 South Hobart Blvd., Det. 90L, Los An- 
geles, Calif. Readers are urged to write 
promptly, as only a limited number of the 
free treatises have been printed. 


The Radio Planet 


I TS too had that Myles Cabot can t see tin’s!” 1 exclaimed, 
as my eye tell on the lollowing news item: 

SIGNALS FROM MARS FAIL TO REACH HARVARD 

Cambridg^e, Massachusetts, Wednesday. The Harvard 
(College Radio vStation has for several weeks been in 
receipt of fragmentary signals of extraordinarily long 
wMve-lenglh, Professor Hammond announced yesterday. 

So far as it has been possible to test the direction of the 
source of these waves, it appears that ihe dircclion has a 


M 
















% 


















j- 


?r N,- 




sm 


ml 


. 


Mm 






m 








'' 5 V‘ 

ir'j 






f/r 










Copiiright lfJ26 by The Frank A. Muiiseij Company 

This story appeared in The ARGOSY ALL-STORY WEEKLY of June 26, 1926, published 

b\' the Frank A. Munsey Company 




B\ RALPH MILNE FARLEY 


(wei)ty-four liciur pyrlo, thus indicating that tlie 
origin of these waves is some point outside the 

earth. 

The iiniversilv Hiithc»rilieH wilJ express no opin- 
ion ns to whether or not these inessuges conic 
from Mars. 

Myles, alone ol all tlie radio engineers ol iny ac 
quaintance, was competent to surmount these diffi 
CLilties, and thus enable the Cambridge savants to 
recei\c wilb clearness tlie message Irom anothc 
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Twelve months ago he would have been 
available, for he was then quietly visiting at 
my farm, after five earth-years spent on the 
planet Venus, where, by the aid of radio, he 
had led the Cupians to victory over their 
oppressors, a human-brained race of gigantic 
black ants. He had driven the last ant from 
the face of continental Poros, and had won 
and wed the Princess Lilia, who had borne 
liim a son to occupy the throne of Cupia. 

While at my farm Cabot had rigged up a 
huge radio set and a matter-transmitting 
apparatus, with which he had (presuma- 
bly ) shot himself back to Poros on the night 
of the big October storm which had wrecked 
liis installation. 

I showed the newspaper item to Mrs. 
Farley, and lamented on Cabot’s absence. 
Her response opened up an entirely new line 
of thought. 

Said she: “Doesn’t the very fact that Mr. 
Cabot isn’t here suggest to you that this 
may be a message, not from Mars, but from 
him? Or perhaps from the Princess Lilia, 
inquiring about him in case he has failed 
in his attempted return?” 

That had never occurred to me! How 
stupid! 

“What had 1 better do about it, if any- 
thing?” I asked. “Drop Professor Hammond 
a line?” 

But Mrs. Farley was afraid that I would 
he taken for a crank. 

That evening, when I was over in town, 
the clerk in the drug store waylaid me to 
say that there had been a long-distance 
phone call for me, and would I please call a 
certain Cambridge number. 

So, after waiting an interminable time 
in the stuffy booth with my hands full of 
dimes, nickels, and quarter.s, I finally got 
my party. 

“Mr. Fiu'ley?” 

“Speaking.” 

“This is Professor Kellogg, O. D. Kel- 
logg,” the voice replied. 

It was my friend of the Harvard math 
faculty, the man who had analyzed the 
measurements of the streamline projectile 
in which Myles Cabot had shot to earth the 
account of the first part of his adventures 
on Venus. Some further adventures Myles 
had told me in person during his stay on 
my farm. 

“Professor Hammond thinks that he is 
getting Mars on the air,” the voice 
continued. 


“Yes,” I replied. “I judged as much from 
what I read in this morning’s paper. But 
what do yon think?” 

Kellogg’s reply gave my sluggish mind 
the second jolt which it had received that 
day. 

“Well,” he said, “in view of the fact that I 
am one of the few people among your read- 
ers who take your radio stories seriously, I 
think that Hammond is getting Venus. Can 
you run up here and help me try and con- 
vince him?” 

And so it was that 1 took the early boat 
next morning for Boston, and Jiad lunch 
with the two professors. 

A S a result of our conference, a small com- 
mittee of engineers returned with me 
to Edgartown that evening for the pur- 
pose of trying to repair the wrecked radio 
set which Myles Cabot had left on my farm. 

They utterly failed to comprehend the 
matter-transmitting apparatus, and so— after 
the fallen tower had been reerected and the 
rubbish cleared away— they had devoted 
their attention to the restoration of the con- 
s'ersational part of the set. 

’fo make a long story short, we finally 
restored it, with the aid of some old blue 
prints of Cabot’s which Mrs. Farley, like 
Swiss Family Robinson’s wife, produced 
from somewhere. I was the first to try the 
earphones, .and was rewarded by a faint 
“bzt-bzt” like the song of a north woods 
blackfly. 

In conventional radioese, I repeated the 
sounds to the Harvard group: 

“Dali-dit-dah-dit dali-dah-dit-dah. Dah- 
dit-dah-dit dah-dah-dit-dah. Dah-dit-dah- 
dit dah-dali-dit-dah. Dali-dit-dit dit. Dah- 
dit-dah-dit dit-dali dali-dil-dit-dit dah-dah- 
dah dah. D;di-dit-dali-dit dit-dah dah-dit- 
dit-dit dali-dali-d;ih dah. Dah-dit-dah-dit 
dit-dah dah-dit-dit-dit-dah dah-dah-dah." 

A look of incredulity spread over their 
faces. Again came the same message, and 
again I repeated it. 

“You’re spoofing us!” one of them shouted. 
"Give me the earphones.” 

And he snatched them from my head. 
Adjusting them on his own head, ho spelled 
out to us, “C-Q C-Q C-Q D-E C-A-B-O-T 
C-A-B-O-T C-A-B-0-T-” 

Seizing the big leaf-switch, he threw It 
over. The motor-generator began to hum. 
Grasping the key, the. Harvard engineer 
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ticked ofl into space; “CalM)t t.abi)l Cabot 
D-E-” 

“Has this station a call letter?' be hur 
riedly asked me. 

“Yes,” I answered quickly, “One-X-X-B. 

“One-X-X-B,” he continued the ticking 
“K.” 

Interplanetaiy communication was an es 
tablished laet at last! And not with Mars 
after all these years of scientific specula 
tioiis. But what meant more to me was that I 
was again in touch with my classmate 
Myles Standish Cabot, the radio man. 

The next da\ a party of prominent scj 
entists, accompanied by a telegrapher and 
two stenographers, arrived at my farm. 

During the weeks that followed there 
was recorded .Myles’s own account of the 
amazing Lidventures on the planet Venus 
(or Poros, as its own inhabitants call it), 
which befell him upon his return there after 
his brief rdsit to the earth. I have edited 
those notes into the lollowing coherent 
story. 

CHAFl'Kll 11 

TOO MUCH si atk: 

JOYCES CABOT had returned to the earth 
to study the latest developments of 
modern terrestrial science for the benefit of 
the Cupiari nation. He was the regent of 
Cupia during the minority of his baby son, 
King Kew the Thirteenth. The loyal Priiice 
Toron occupied the throne in his absence. 
The last of the ant-men and their ally, the 
renegade Cupian Prince Yuri, had pre- 
snmablv perished in an attempt to escape 
bv Hying through the steam-clouds which 
completely hem in continental Poros. What 
lay beyond the boiling seas no man knew. 

During his stay on my farm, Cabot had 
built the matter-transmitting apparatus, 
with which he had shot himself ofl into 
space on that October night on which he 
had received the message from the skies: 
“SO S, Lilia.” A thunderstorm had been 
brewing all that evening, and just as Myles 
had placed himself between the coordinate 
axes of his machine and had gathered up 
the strings which ran from his control levers 
to within the apparatus, there had come a 
blinding flash. Lightning had struck his 
aerial. 

How long his unconsciousness lasted he 
knew not. He w'as some time in regaining 


his senses. But when he had finally and 
fully recoveied, he found himself lying on a 
sandy beach beside a calm and placid lake 
beneath a silver sky. 

He fell to wondering, vaguely and pleas- 
mtly, where be was and how he had got 
here. 

Suddenly, however, his ears were jarred 
ov a familiar sound. At once his senses 
;,leared. and he listened intently to the dis- 
tant purring of a motor. Yes, there could be 
no mistake; an airplane was approaching. 
Vow he could see it, a speck in the .sky, far 
lown the beach. 

Vearer and nearer it came. 

Mvles sprang to his feet. To his intense 
surprise, he found that the effort threw him 
(piite a distance into the air. Instantly the 
idea flashed through his mind: “I must be 
on Mars! Or some other strange planet.” 
This idea was vaguelv reminiscent of some- 
ihing. 

But while he was trying to catch this 
sagiK'lv elusive train of thouglit, his atten- 
tion W'as diverted bv the fact that, for some 
unaccountable reason, his belt buckle and 
most of the buttons which had held his 
clothes together were missing, so that his 
clothing came to pieces as he rose, and that 
he had to shed it rapidly in order to avoid 
impeding his movements. He w'ondered at 
the cause ol this. 

But his speculations were cut short by 
the alighting of the plane a hundred yards 
down the beach. 

What was his horror wdien out of it 
clambered, not men but ants! Ants, six- 
footed, and six feet high. Huge ants, four 
of them, running toward liim over the 
glistening sands. 

Cone W'as iill his languor, as he seized a 
piece of driftwood and prepared to defend 
himself. 

As he stood thus expectant, .Myles realized 
that his present position and condition, the 
surrounding scenery, and the advance of 
the ant-men were exactly, item for item, 
like the opening events of his first arrival 
on the planet Poros. He even recognized 
one of the ant-men as old Doggo, who had 
befriended him on his previous visit. 

Could it be that all his adventures in 
Cupia had been naught but a dream; a re- 
curring dream, in fact? Were his dear wife 
Lilia and his little son Kew merely figments 
of his imagination? Horrible thought! 

And then events began to differ from 
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those of the piist; for the three other For- 
mians halted, and Doggo advanced alone. 
By the agitation of the beast’s antennae the 
earth man could see that it was talking to 
him. But Myles no longer possessed the 
wonderful electrical headset which he had 
contrived and built during his previous visit 
to that planet, so as to talk with Cupians 
and Formians, both of which races are ear- 
less and converse by means ol radiations 
horn their antennae 

So he picked up two sticks from the 
l)each, and held them projecting from his 
iorehead; then threw them to the ground 
with a grimace of disgust and pointed to 
liis ears. 

Doggo understood, and scratched with 
his paw in Cupian shorthand on the silvei 
sands the message; ‘Myles Cabot, you are 
our prisoner.” 

“What, again?’ scratched Mtles, then 
made a sign of submission. 

He dreaded the paralyzing bite which 
I’ormians usually administer to their vie 
tims, and which he had twice experienced 
in the past; but, fortunately it was not now 
iorthcoming. 

The other three ants kept away from him 
as Doggo led him to the beached airplane, 
and soon they were scudding along beneath 
silver skies, northu’ard as it later turned out. 

Far below them were silver-green fields 
and tangled tropical woods, interspersed 
with rivulets and little ponds, 

'T’HIS was Ctipia, his Ctipia. He was home 

once more, back again upon the planet 
which held all that was dear to him in two 
worlds. 

His heart glowed with the warmth ol 
liomecoming. What mattered it that he was 
now a prisoner, in the hands (or, rather, 
claws) of his old enemies, the Formians? 
He had been their prisoner before, and had 
escaped. Once more he could escape, and 
rescue the Princess Lilia. 

Poor girll How eager he was to reach hei 
side, and save her from that peril, whatever 
it was, which had caused her to flash that 
“SO S” a hundred million miles across the 
solar system from Poros to the earth. 

He wondered what could have happened 
in Cupia since his departure, only a few 
sangths ago. How was It that the ant-men 
had survived their airplane journey across 
tile boiling seas? What had led them to re- 
turn? Or perhaps these ants were a group 


who had liidden somewhere and thus had 
escaped the general extermination of their 
race. In either event, how had they been 
able to reconquer Cupia? And where was 
their former leader, Yuri, the renegade 
Cupian prince? 

These and a hundred other similar ques- 
tions Hopded in upon the earth-man, as the 
Formian airship carried him, a captive, 
through the skies. 

He gazed again at the scene below, and 
now noted one difference from the accus- 
tomed Porovian landscape, for nowhere ran 
the smooth concrete roads which bear the 
swift two-whecled kerkools ol the Cupians 
to all parts ol their continent. What unin- 
habited portion of Cupia could this be, over 
which they were now passing? 

Turning to Doggo, Myles extended his 
left palm, and made a motion as though 
writing on it with the thumb and forefinger 
of his right hand. But the ant-man waved a 
negative with one of his foropaws. It was 
evident that there were no wr iting materials 
aboard the ship. Myles would have to wait 
until they reached their landing place; for 
doubtless they would soon hover down in 
some city or town, though just which one 
he could not guess, as the country below 
was wholly unfamiliar. 

Finally a small settlement loomed ahead. 
It was of the familiar style of toy-building- 
block architectirre affected by the ant-rnen, 
and, from its appearance, was very new. On 
its oirt.skirts further building operations were 
actively in progress. Apparently a few sur- 
'ivor s of the accursed r ace of Formians were 
consolidating their position and attempting 
to build up a new empire in some out-of- 
the-way portion of the continent. 

As the earth-rnan was turning these 
thoughts over in his mind the plane softly 
settled down upon one of the flat roofs, and 
its occupants disembarked. Three of the 
ants advanced menacingly toward Myles, 
but Doggo held them off. Then all of the 
party descended down one of the ramps to 
the lower levels of the building. 

Narrow slitlike window openings gave 
onto courtyards, where fountains played and 
masses of blue and yellow flowers bloomed, 
amid gray-branched lichens with red and 
purple twig-knobs. It was in just such a 
garden, through just such a window, that 
he had first looked upon the lovely blue- 
eyed, golden-haired Lilia, Crown Princess 
of Cupia. 
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The eaith-niau sighed. VVlieic vva.s his 
beloved wile now? That slie needed his help 
was certain. He must therelore get busy. 
So once again he made motions ot writing 
on the palm of his left hand with the thumb 
and forefinger of his right; and this time 
the sign language produced results, for 
Doggo halted the procession and led Cabot 
into a room. 

ft was a plain bare room, ilesoid ot any 
lnrnit\ire e.xcept a small table, ioi' ant-men 
have no use lor chaiis and concbes. The 
sky outside was alreadv beginning to pinken 
with the unseen setting snii. 

With a sweep ot his paw, Doggo indi 
cated that this was to be (iabot’s quarters. 
Then, with anothei wave, he pointed to the 
table, where lav a pad of paper and a 
stylus, not a pencil-like slylns as employed 
by the Cupians, but ratlu'r one equipped 
witfi straps lor attaching it to the daw ot a 
I'ormiaii. 

Even so. it was bettra Ilian nothing. The 
earth-man seized it eageil). but before he 
could begin writing an ant entered bearing a 
Cupian toga, shorl-slee\ ed and bordered 
with Grecian wave designs in blue. Mvlcs 
put on thiji garment, and then r|nickly filled 
a sheet with questions; 

“How is my princess and my son, the 
baby king? Whence come all yon Formians. 
whose race 1 thought had been exter 
minated? What part of Cupia is this? What 
is this city? Where is Prince Yuri? And wbal 
do you intend to do with me this time?" 

Then he passed the paper and stylus ovei 
to his old friend Doggo. Thev W'cre alone 
together at last. 

'^HE ant-man’s reply consumed sheci altei 

sheet of paper; but, owing to the rapidilv 
of Porovian shorthand, did not take so very 
much more time than speaking would have 
required. As he completed each slu^et ho 
pa.ssed it over to Mvlcs. who read as follows: 

“As to your princess and your son. I know 
not, for this is not Cupia. Do yon remember 
bow, when your victorious army and air 
navv swept to the southern extremity of 
w'hat had been Formia, a few of our sur- 
vivors rose in planes from the ruins of our 
last stronghold and braved the dangers of 
the steam clouds w'hich overhang the boiling 
seas? Our leader was Prince Yuri, erstwhile 
contender for the throne of Cupia, splendid 
even in defeat. 

“ft was his brain that conceived our dar- 


ing plan of escape, ft here were other lands 
beyond the boiling seas, the lands which 
tradition taught were the origin of the 
Cupian race, then there we might prosper 
and raise up a new empire. At the worst we 
should merely meet death in another form, 
rather than at your hands. So we essayed. 

“Youj planes tollow ed us, but turned back 
as we neared the area ot terrific heat. Soon 
the \apor closed over us, blotting our 
enemies and oni native land Irom view.” 

For page after jrage Doggo, the ant-man, 
related the harrow ing details of that perilous 
flight across the hoiling seas, ending with 
the words: 

"Here we are, and bcif are you, in 
\ Ul iana, ciqritol of New Formia. But how 
is it that von. .Mvlcs Cabot, have arrived 
here on this continent in c.vactiv the same 
manner and condition in which I di.scovered 
von in old Formia eight vears ago?” 

When Mvlcs reached the end ot reading 
this narrative, be in turn took the pad and 
stylus and related how he had gone to the 
planet .Minos (which vve call the Earth) to 
learn the latest discoveries and inventions 
there, and how his calculations tor his return 
to Poros had been upset bv some static con- 
ditions just as he bad been about to trans- 
mit himsclt back. Oh. il onlv he had landed 
by chance upon the same beach as on his 
first jomnev through the skies! 

Wiselv he retrained Irom nientionino the 
' ^ 

S O S” message from Lilia But his reeollec- 
tian ot her piedicament sjmrred him to be 
about her resine. 

His immediate problem w as to learn what 
the ant-men planned loi' him; so the eon- 
eluding words wbieh be wrote upon the 
pad were: “.And, now that yon have me in 
y'oiir power, what shall von do with me?” 

“Old friend. ' Doggo wrote in reply, “that 
depends entirely upon Yuri, our king, whose 
toga von now have on." 

CHAPrER 111 

voni on ron.Mis? 

T^HE earth-man grimaced, but then smiled. 

’ Perhaps, his succeeding to the toga of 
King Yuri might prove to be an omen. 

“So Yuri is king of the ants?” he asked. 

“Yes,” his captor replied, “for Queen 
Formis did not survive the trip across the 
boiling .seas.” 

“Then what of yotir empire?” .Myles in- 
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quired. "No queen. Xo eggs. How can vour 
lace continue? For you Foriiiians are like 
the ants on my own planet Minos.” 

Doggo’s reply astounded him. 

”Do you remembei' back at VVautoosa, 1 
told you that some of us lesser Fonnians 
had occasionally laid eggs? So now behold 
before you Doggo, Admiral of the Formian 
Air Navy, and mofher of a new Queen 
Formis." 

This was truly a .surprise! .'Ml along Cabol 
had always regarded the Formians as man- 
nish. And rightly so, for they performed in 
their own country the duties assigned to 
men among the Cupians. Furthermore, all 
I’ormians. save only the leigning Formis 
herself, weie called by the Porovian pro- 
noun, which coriesponds to "he” in English. 

When Myles had .somewhat recovered 
from his astonishment, he warmlv congratu- 
lated his friend by patting him on the side 
ol the head, as is the Porovian custom. 

“Doggo," he wrote, “this ought to consti- 
tute you a person of some impor tance among 
the Formians.” 

“It ought to. the ant-man replied, ' bitl 
as a matter of fact, it merely intensifies 
Yuri’s mistrust and hatred of me. .\o\v that J 
am mother of the queen, he lears that I mav 
trrrir against him and establish Formis itr 
his place as the head of an empire of the 
Formians, by the Fonnians, and lor the 
Formians exclusively.’ 

“Whv don’t you?” .Myles wrote. It seemed 
to him to be a bully good idea, and inci- 
dentally a solution ol his owrr difUcrrlties. 

But Doggo wrote in honor . "It would be 
treason!” Then tore up all the corre.spon- 
dence. It is difficult to inculcate the thought 
of independence in the mind of one reared 
in an autocracx'. 

Ihe earth-man, however , persisted. 

“How many of the council can vou count 
orr, if the interests of Yrrri sborrlc! clash with 
those of Formis?” 

“Only one— myself.’ 

And agairr Doggrr tore up the corre- 
spondence. 

Myles tactfully charrged the srtbjecl. 

“Where is the arch-fiend now?”, he asked. 

“We know not,” the Formian wrote in 
reply. “Six days ago he left us in his airship 
and flew westward. When he failed to re- 
tirrn, we sent out scout planes to search for 
him, and we have been hunting ever since. 
When we sighted you on the beach this 
mftrning we thought that yorr might be our 


lost leader, arrd that is whv we landed attd 
approachr (I v or r. 

At abrrrrt this point the conversation was 
ir»terrupted by a svorker ant who brought 
food: roast alta and green aphid milk. With 
what relish did the earth-man plunge into 
the feast, his first taste of Porovian deli- 
cacies in iTtany months. 

Duritrg the meal r onversation lagged, ow- 
irrg to the difficulty ot writing and eating 
■rt the same time. Brrt trow' Myles Cabot 
seized his pad and stylus and wrote: 

"Have you ever known me to fail in any 
iridertaking on the planet Poros? ” 

"No,” the ant-man wrote it) reply. 

"Have you ever known me to be rrntnie 
lo a principle, :i cause, or a friend? 

"No,” Doggo replied. 

"Then.” Sfyles w'rote. "let rrs make vour 
ilaughter queen irr fact as well as in name." 

“It is trea.son,” Doggo wrote in reply, but 
this time he did not tear rrp the corre- 
spondence. 

“Treason?” Myles asked. II he had spoken 
the word, he would have spokerr it with 
scorn :nid derision. ' freasotr? Is it treason 
to support your own (jiteon? What has be- 
come ol the natiorral pride ol lire once great 
Formians? Look! 1 pledge myself to the 
r ause of Formis, rightful Queen of Formia. 
For mis, daughter of Doggo! What say you?” 

This time, as he tore up the correspon- 
dence, Doggo signified art itffirmative. And 
thus there resulted further corrc.spondcnce. 

“Doggo,” .Myles wrote, “can vou get to 
(he arrlenna ol the queen?” 

The anl-marr irrdicatcd that he could. 

"II she has inherited arrv of your char- 
acter. Myles continued, "she will assert 
lieisell. il given hall :i ch:ui;'e.” 

CO lire - Pitmanes(]ue conversation con- 

tinned. Lotrg since had the pink light of 
Porovian evening faded from the we.stern 
sky. 'Fhe ceiling vapor-lamps were lit. The 
night showed velvet-black through the slit- 
like window's. And .still the two old friends 
wrote on, Myles Standish Cabot, the Bos- 
tonian, and Doggo, No. 3-34-2-18, the onlv 
really humanlike ant-man whom Myles had 
ever known among the once dominant race 
of Poros. 

Finally, as the dials indicated midnight, 
the tw’o conspirators ceased their labors. .Ml 
was arranged for the cotip d’etat. 

They tore into shreds every scrap of used 
paper, leasing e.xtant tnerelv the ant-man’s 
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concluding «oi'ds; "\(eaii\\ bile von are my 
pi isoiiei . ” 

Doggo (hen rang a soundless bell, which 
was answered by a worker ant, whom he 
inaudibly directed to bring sufficient drap- 
eries to form a bed for the earth-man. The.se 
brought, the two friends patted each other 
a fond good night, and the tired earth-man 
lay down for the first sleep which he had 
had in over forty earth hours. 

It hardly seemed pos.sible! .Night belore 
last he had slept peacefullv on a conven- 
tional feallier-bed in a little .New Ivngland 

o 

farmhouse. Then had come the SOS mes- 
sage from the skies; and here he was now . 
millions of miles aw'ay through space retir- 
ing on matted silver felting on the concrete 
floor of a Porovian ant-house. Such are the 
mutations of lortune! 

With these thoughts the ic lurned wan- 
derer lapsed into a deep and dreamless 
sleep. 

When he awakened in the moiinng there 
was a guard posted at the door. 

Doggo did not show' up until iiearlv noon, 
when he rattled in, bristling with e.scitement. 

Seizing the pad he w'rote: "A stoiiny ses- 
sion ol the Council ol TweKe! We are all 
agreed that yon must he indicted lor high 
crimes and misdemeanors. But the great 
question is as to just w'hat we can chaige 
you with.” 

“Sorry 1 can't assist you,” the eartli-maii 
wrote. “How would it be if 1 were to slap 
your daughter’s face, or something? Or w'hy 
not try me for general cussedness?” 

‘"rhat is just what we finallv decided to 
do, ” the ant-man wrote in reply. "We shall 
try yon on general principles, and let the 
proper accusation dec elop from the 
evidence. 

“At some stage of the proceedings it will 
inevitably occur to some member of the 
council to suggest that you be charged w'itb 
treason to Ynri, vvhereiipon two members 
of the council, whom ] have won over to the 
cause of my daughter, w'ill raise the objec- 
tion that Yuri is not our king. 'Phis w'ill be 
the signal for the proclaiming ot Queen 
Fonnis. If yon will waive conn.sel the trial 
can take place to-morrow.” 

“I will W'aive anything, ” Myles replied, 
“counsel, immunity, extradition, anything in 
order to speed up my return to Cupia, where 
Idlla awaits in some dire extremity.” 

“All right,” Doggo w rote, and the confer- 
ence was at an end. The morrow' would de- 


cide the ascendanev ol Myles Cabot or the 
Prince Yuri user the new continent. 

CHAPTER IV 

INK COUP D ETaT 

’"PHE next morning Myles Cabot was led 

under guard to the council chamber of 
(he dread thirteen; Formis and her twelve 
advisers. The accused w as placed in a wicker 
cage, from w'hich be surveyed bis surround- 
ings as the proceedings opened. 

On a raised platform stood the ant queen, 
surmounted by a scarlet canopy, which set 
off the perlect proportions of her jet-black 
bodv. On each side of her stood six refined 
and inlellii'ent aiit-inen. her councillors. One. 
III the twelve was Doggo. 

.Messenger ants hurried hither and thither. 

O 

First the accusation w'as read, Myles being 
Imiiislied wi tb a w'ritten copv. 

The w'itiiesses were then called. They 
were veterans who bad servaed in the wars 
ill vv liicti Cabot bad twice freed Cupia from 
the dominafioii of its l‘'ormi;m oppressors. 
Tliey spoke with bitterness ol the downfall 
of tbei) beloved Foiinia, I'beii testimonv 
was brief . 

’['ben the accused was asked it he wished 
to sav anything in his own behalf. Myles 
rose, then shrugged his shoulders, sat down 
■again, and wrote: "I fully realize the futility 
of making an argument through the an- 
temnae of another,” 

Whereupon the (jueeu and the council 
went into executive session. Their remarks 
were not intended for the eyes of the pris- 
oner, but he soon observed that .some kind 
of a dispute w'as on between Doggo, sup- 
ported by two councillors named Emu and 
Fum on one .side, and a councillor named 
Barth on the other, 

.As this dispute reached its height, a mes- 
senger ant rushed in and held up one paw. 
Cabot’s interpieter, not deeming this a part 
of the executive session, obligingly trans- 
lated the following into writing; 

The messenger; “Yuri lives and reigns 
over Cupia. ft is his command that Cabot 
die.” 

Barth; “It is the radio. Know then, O 
Queen, and ye, members of the council, 
that when vve fled across the boiling sea.s 
under the gallant leadership of Prince Yuri, 
the man with the heart of a Formian, he 
brought with him one of those powerful 
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laditj sots by the beast who is our 

prisouer here lo-dav. 

“Supporters of Yuri still remained among 
the Cupians, and he has been in constant 
communication with these e\ er since shortly 
after our arrival here. From them he learnetl 
of the return of Myles Cabot to the planet 
Minos. 

“Then Yuri disappeared. Those of us who 
were closest to him .suspected that he had 
cone back across the boiliiuj; seas to claim 
as his own the throne ol Ciipia. But we hes- 
itated to announce this until we were sure, 
for we feared that some of oui own people 
would regard his departure as desertion. 
Yet who can blame him for returning to his 
fatherland and to tlie throne u lu'ch is his 
bv rights?” 

To which the mi sseugcr ailded; '.And he 
offers to gis e us back our ow n old couutrv. 
if we too will return across tiu' boiling seas 
again.” 

“It is a lie! Doggo shouted. 

“Yuri, usuiper of thi' Ihroucs ol two cori 
tinents. Bah!” shouted Emu 

“Yuri, our rightful leader! sliouted Barth. 

“Give us a (pieeu ol our own race, 
shouted Finn. 

“Release the prisoner.” shouted the 
Queen. 

And that is all that M\ les learned of the 
conversation, for his interpretei at this [unc- 
ture stopped writing and obe\ed the (|ueeu. 
The earth-man was free! 

With one bound he gained the throne, 
where fighting was alreacK in progress be- 
tween the two factions. Barth and Doggo 
were rolling ovei and o\ i-r on the floor in a 
death grapple, wliik- the ant-(|ucen had 
backed to the rear ol the stage, closelv 
guarded by Emu and Emu. 

Seizing one of the pikes w Inch supported 
the scarlet canopv. Mvles wrenchi'd it loose 
and drove it into the thorax of Barth. In 
another instant the earth-man and Doggo 
stood beside the queen. 

Ant-men now came pouring into the 
chamber through all the entrances, taking 
sides as they entered and sized up the situa- 
tion. If it had still been in vogue among the 
Formians to be known by numbers rather 
than names, and to have these identifying 
numbers painted on the backs of their abdo- 
mens followed by the numbers of those 
whom they had defeated in the duels so 
common amonff them, then manv a Formian 


would Have "got the number' of many 
another, that day. 

As Myles battled with his pike beside 
Forniis, queen of the ants, he could well 
imagine the conflicting shouts of “Death to 
the usurper!” “Formia for the Formians!” 
“Long Live Queen Form is!” Long live 
Prince Yuri!' which must ha\e resounded 
throughout the chamber; but to him all was 
silence, for he vras without tire antennae 
wherewith to pick up tire radiated speech 
of tire r-outeiiders. 

So as he wielded tire pik*.’ in silence, hi 
had opportunity to reflect tin the incongi iiitr 
of his position. Here '\as he. Mvles Cabot 
regent ol Cupia, the man who had driver 
the ants forever Ironr tluhr ilominion ove 
his people, and sot now fighting side b' 
side with their leaders defending the Irl 
ol thc'ir <|ueeir 

\el was she nut the ilaughter ol Doggi 
his oriK hierrd among the .ruts? .Yrid w’onli 
m)l her victorv mean the speeds return <■ 
.Mvles to his own contiuent? 

.As tire earth-man jablred to right anil lei 
among the su|)porter's of his enemy Yuri 
there came to his human ears the sornid o 
rifle Hre. ft miglrt prove a godsend or rn 
added menace, according to whose paw 
held the rifle. But no chances must be take 
on the life of the queen. So Mvles mad 
frantic signs to Doggo of impending dangci 

The (preen and her supporters, outnmr' 
bered, were fighting with their backs to orii 
of the wrills ol the room A short distaui 
along this wall on the side w here Cabo 
stood was a door; so he now began edgin', 
his wav along the wall to this door. This wa- 
not dilficull, as the ant-men. having onh 
their mandihles to fight with, greatly rr 
spccled his pike. 

Me gained the door and passed by. bm 
not thr:ouglr it. The shots came nearer and 
nearer'. Then Doggo opened the door and 
slipped through with t'’orinis and the resl 
of her immediate supporters; the door 
closed, and .Mvles Cabot stood guarding tin 
exit with his pike— ajone against the hordi's 
of antdom. 

TTE had no dilficultv in delerrding himsell 
from those in front of him, but the ants 
who began to close in on him from each side 
were a dirteient matter. 

He reeeiv'ed several bad scratches on his 
shoulders and hips, and his toga was ripped 
and torn; but fortunatelv he was able to 
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ward oft their paralyzing bites. Nevertheless, 
his enemies pressed so close that it was dif- 
ficnlt for him to manipulate his long weapon. 
In fact, it was only the jamming of the ants 
upon one another and upon the dead bodies 
of their slain comrades that kept them from 
him. 

He now was holding his pike by the mid- 
dle, with both hands, using one end as a 
club and the other as a dagger. The black 
circle of the ants was steadily closing in on 
him. A pair of mandibles from the left 
snapped angrily 'N'ithin a few inches of his 
thi'oat. Instantly he drove the point of his 
lance home between horrid jaws. But at 
the same instant its butt was seized by a 
pair of jaws to his right. He could not pull 
it free. 

At last he was weaponless, and not only 
that, but pinned to the wall by the shaft of 
his own pike its well. 

And then to his surprise the ants before 
him separated as at a command. The butt 
of his lance was dropped. As Myles 
wrenched the point loose from the dead 
Irody of the Formian in which it had been 
stuck, and gazed e.xpectant down the long 
aisle which had opened before him. he saw 
confronting him at the other end an ant- 
man armed with that peculiar type of claw- 
operated rifle which the Formiaus had 
adapted from those which Myles himself 
had built for Cupian use in the first war of 
liberation. 

Briefly the two sur\’eved each other. Then 
slowly the rifle was raised until its aim set- 
tled squarely upon the earth-man’s chest. 

Instantaneously the glance of Myles Cabot 
swept the black hordes which hemmed him 
in on each side. There was no e.scape! 

Yet flow can man die better, 

Tfian facing fearful odds? 

With a wild warwhoop, which was utterly 
lost on the radio-sense of the assembled 
Formians, Myles charged down the narrow 
way, straight into the muzzle of the rifle of 
his antagonist. The astonished ant-man 
hastily pulled the trigger. A shot rang out. 
But still the impetuous rush of Myles con- 
tinued, and before the rifle could be dis- 
charged a second time, Myles had diiven 
his spear deep into the leering insect face. 

The Formian staggered back. The rifle 
clattered to the floor. The earth-man, not 
waiting to withdraw his own weapon, 
stooped, seized tlie I alien firearm, and 


wheeled to confront his enemies, who fell 
back in a snarling arc before this new 
menace. 

Myles stood now in one of the entrance- 
ways to the council chamber, and thus was 
secure against flank attack. But not against 
an assault from the rear. In fact, even as he 
stood thus irresolute, a rattling noise behind 
him in the hallways revealed to his human 
ears the approach of a new enemy. What 
was he to do? To remain as he was meant 
carte blanche to this newcomer, whereas to 
turn about would mean that those within 
tire chamber would undoubtedly rush him. 

In this predicament Myles grasped his 
gun firmly, and wheeled backward to the 
left until he was flattened against the wall 
of the corridor in which he was standing. 
From this position he could turn his head 
slightly to the left and see into the council 
chamber, or to the right and look down the 
long hall. 

Directly opposite him was one of those 
narrow, slitlike windows, so typical of 
Porovian architecture, ft was too narrow for 
the passage of the hrrge body of an ant-man, 
but a human being could conceivably 
squeeze throrrgh. Thus it offered a means 
out, a way of escape. 

The lone ant in the corridor was joined 
by the others. Tliey and their compatriots 
within the chamber slowlv closed in on the 
cornered earth-man. 

'I’here was no time to speculate upon the 
depth of the drop outside. With a sudden- 
ness which caused his aggressors to recoil 
momentarily, Myles dashed across to the 
window, forced his way through, and, still 
grasping his rifle, plunged headlong two 
stories into a clump of gray lichens in the 
courtyard below. 

Hastily extricating himself, he looked up 
at the window which he had just quitted. 
There, framed by the masonry, was the head 
of an ant-man. A quick shot, and the head 
stared at him no more. 

Before another Formian could take post 
at the window to observe the direction of 
Cabot’s departure, the latter ran quickly 
from the courtyard garden into the interior 
of the building again. 

His first thought was to join Doggo, 
Queen Formis, and their faction; so, taking 
a firm hold on his rifle, he hurried in the 
direction in which they had made their 
escape. 

The first ant-man whom he met within 
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tlie building was Emu, one ol tht; three 
members of the council who had been a 
party to the original conspiracy. This ant 
was fleeing from something in very evident 
tenor, so that it was all Cabot could do to 
stop him, but the threat of rifle-shooting was 
finally effective. 

Then, extracting a cartridge from the 
magazine of his firearm, Cabot scratched 
upon the smooth wall the brief question; 
“What of Doggo and Formis?” 

Emu snatched the cartridge and quickl} 
wrote the reply: “Dead, both dead. The 
revolution has collapsed. Flee for your life!” 

Then the ant-man clattered rapidly off 
down the corridor, taking the precious cart- 
ridge with him. fie had not been too flus- 
tered to think of that. 

Myles heaved a sigh ol sell-reproach at 
having brouglit his friends to this sad end. 
But then, he reflected, Doggo had been' in a 
situation in which conflict with the authori- 
ties and then execution would have been 
inevitable soonei or later. The revolution 
had been his one best bet. and it was no 
one’s fault that it had failed. 

Now that Doggo and f’ermis were dead, 
there was no longer any obligation binding 
Myles to stay and light. In fact, he owed 
it to his loved ones in Cupia to preserv e his 
own _life until he could find some wav of 
rejoining them. .So he set out to escape from 
the city. 

For some time he tlireaded the corridors 
without meeting anv ants, although occa- 
sionally there drifted down to him the 
sounds of fighting on the uper levels. But 
at last, as he rounded a turn, he saw bc'lore 
him a Foimian, and it was one whom he 
recognized, namely the messenger ant who 
had brought to the trial the radiogram from 
Prince Yuri. The ant’s back was toward him. 
Cabot cautiously withdrew a step; then rais- 
ing his rifle, he again advanced and fired 
full at his enemv. 

But the hammei- merelv clicked. There 
was no explosion. The magazine was emptv. 

Cabot’s first impulse was to throw the 
weapon away. Then he reflected that even 
an unloaded gun might well serve to awe 
his enemies and hold them at a distance; so 
he retained it. 

By this time the messenger ant had dis- 
appeared around a turn farther down the 
corridor, so Cabot hastened after him; for 
it had suddenly occurred to the earth-man 
that this ant was undoubtcdlv returning to 


the hidrten radio set, whence he had come. 

Radio! Means of a communication with 
his own continent, if he could but reach 
the instruments! 

The messenger had announced at the 
trial that Yuri was in Cupia and knew ol 
Cabot’s presence in this new land. Thus it 
was certain that complete wireless com- 
munication had been established between 
the two continents. But, e(jually, undoubt- 
edlv, this communication had been estab- 
lished at a vvavc-length which kept the 
knowledge erf Cabot's return prettv much 
a secret of Prince Ymi ami his own fol- 
lowers. This information would piobahlv 
induce the r(megade prince to speed np 
whatever nehnions schemes he had aloot 
in Cupia. 

But il Cabot could once get on the aii 
and adjust the Formian sending set to the 
vvave-len<lth ol Luno Castle, or run il 
through all its available wave-lengths, he 
could broadcast to the Cupian nation the 
fact th;it he was alive and well, and would 
reltirn again — though he knew not how— to 
le;id them. .Such news should strengthen the 
hearts ol the local (inpians to rally to the 
cause ol his w ife, the Princess Lilia, and his 
son, the babv king. 

So he ((uickened his pace, and soon 
caught sight again of the messenger ant. 
From then on he stealthilv stalked his 
(piari'v, vv'ho led him thmugh many a wind 
ing passagewav, before finallv they emerged 
trom tlu' citv into th(' open fields. 


T>EY(!)ND the fields lav the rocky foothills 
of a mountain range. Caution dictated 
that Cabot remain under the shelter of the 
citv walls until the Formian disappeared 
among the rocks. Then he ran lightly across 
the plain to take up the trail once more. 

As he, too, gained the rocks, he glanced 
back to see if his departure had been noted. 
.No, there was no sign of life. Evidently the 
fighting had drawn all the inhabitants to 

O O 

the interior of the citv. So, with a sigh of 
reliel. Mvles hurried after the messenger 
ant. 


At the place where Mvles had noticed 
the Formian enter the rocks there was tlie 
well-defined beginning of a trail; so up this 
winding trail he sped, and soon caught 
sight of his quarry. From that time on more 
caution was necessary, but nev'crtheless the 
pursuer was able to keep the pursued alwavs 
in sight until, just alter a tnin in the road 
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had olisciiied his view, Myles came upon a 
place where the way lorked. 

Pausing, he scratched his head in dismay, 
then carefully examined the ground for evi- 
dences of claw marks; but none w-ere appar- 
ent. Dropping to his hands and knees, the 
earth-man scrutinized the dirt with even 
more care; and at last, imagining that he 
observed some slight scratches to the right 
he took the right-hand branch. 

It was necessary for him to proceed with 
great rapidity, if he w'ould catch up with 
the messenger ant, so Myles broke into a 
dog trot. On and on be ran; up, into the 
locky mountains. 

At last he sat down exhausted on a large 
boulder, just as the silvery sky turned crim- 
son in the west, and darkness crept up oul 


ceeded along the trail, looking for food and 
a place to spend the night; and presently 
came upon a “green cow,” as he was wont 
to call the aphids which are kept both by 
Cupians and Formians for the honey-dew 
w'hich they produce. 

It made no objection to Cabot’s approach, 
nor to his manipulating the two horns which 
projected from its back, with the result that 
the tired man was presently regaling himself 
with satisfying drafts of green “milk” from a 
leafy cup. 

The bush, which furnished the leaf to 
fashion the cup, closely resembled the tar- 
tan bushes of Cupia, whose heart-shaped 
leav'es are put to so many uses in that coun- 
try. Myles Cabot accordingly stripped off a 


of the east. It was quite evident that he had 
taken the W'rong road at the fork, and also 
that he must now spend the night, half clad 
and alone amid the rocks of the mountains 
of this strange new continent. 

CHAPTER V 

LOST AMID THL ROCKS 

■DUT although Myles Cabot was lost, he 
was free for the first time since his 
letum to Poros. 

So not disheartened he arose and pro- 
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considerable portion of the foliage, and lay 
down in a bed of wairn, thick green for the 
night. 

The morning dawned silver bright. Myle 
drew another meal from the grazing aphic! 
and then pressed on up the rocky defile 
He did not dare return for fear of meeting 
ant-men; and besides, now that a night’s 
rest had to some extent tempered his 
chagrin at not catching up with the particu- 
lar ant-man whom he had been pursuing, 
he could not be sure he had taken the 
wrong road after all. So on he \wnt, up the 
rocky path. 

Around noon the path petered out at the 
top of an eminence which gave Cabot an 
opportunity to survey the surrounding 
scenery. To the westward lay the city from 
which he had fled. What had become, he 
wondered, of the supporters of his friend 
Doggo and of Formis, the ant-queen, whose 
cause he had espoused? According to Emu. 
Doggo and Formis were both dead, oi 
Cabot would never have deserted them. 

Cabot turned his attention next to the 
northward. To his great joy, on the next 
peak to the one where he sat, there stood 
two rough wooden towers, spanned bv an 
aerial. 

He decided to cut across country and 
attempt to approach the installation by 
stealth. So he started scrambling down into 
the intervening valley. 

Never before had the earth-man trav- 
eled through such difficult country. As 
soon as he had gone a short distance below 
the summit he encountered a continuous 
expanse of boulders, ranging in size from a 
man’s head to twenty feet or more in di- 
ameter, and piled aimlessly together. Lying 
crossways in every direction, upon and 
between the rocks, were the gaunt skeletons 
of fallen trees in all stages of decay. 

The sharp edges of the rocks cut and tore 
the bare feet of the earth-man, while the 
splinters of the fallen trees jabbed his body. 
Time and again he slipped and nearly fell 
into one of the chasms which yawned be- 
tween the boulders, and on one of these 
occasions he must have inadvertently let 
go the ant-rifle which he had treasured so 
far so carefully, for presentlv lie noticed 
that it was gone. 

But to all this there was one extenuating 
feature, although Myles did not realize it 
at the time, namely that his physical pain 
and the need for constant vigilance on his 


part so occupied his mind as to spare him 
from the mental pain which had been his 
almost constant companion since his return 
to Poros. The attention necessary to avoid 
misjudging a jump, or slipping into a dark 
deep hole, or being impaled by a tree- 
branch, crowded out of his mind even his 
neat love and anxiety for Prince.ss Lilia and 
‘aby Kew. 

Through the maze of obstacles Cabot 

iled all day long. 

Oh, to reach the radio station established 
by his enemy Yuri, and get into touch with 
his own continent. Thus he could learn what 
was happening in Cupia, and also give word 
of his own safe arrival on the planet. Safe, 
lim! He smiled grimly at the word. 

“I must reach that station,” he thought, 
and then, when 1 have talked with Cupia, 
I must secure a Formian plane by hook or 
by crook, and brave the boiling seas. If ants 
have crossed those seas safely, if Yuri has 
safely crossed them twice, then why cannot 
1, the Minorian?” 

As he communed thus with himself, a 
faint pink flush appeared in the sky. Slowly, 
painfully he continued his way. Gradually 
the pink light turned to crimson in the west 
and then darkened to a royal purple. Gradu- 
ally the black night crept up out of the east. 
But also gradually the boulders became 
smaller and smaller as he clambered up- 
ward. until just as darkness finally envel- 
oped the planet, the tired man gained the 
smooth rocks of the .summit, and lay down 
amid some leaves. 

He had had nothing to eat or drink since 
his breakfast of green milk that morning. 
He had undergone an exhausting journey. 
His feet were bruised and cut, his bodv cov- 
ered with innumerable scratches, and he 
was weary, thirsty and hungry. But he had 
almost reached the point which he had been 
seeking, and this thought comforted him as 
his eyes closed in healthv and dreamless 
sleep. 

■^TEXT morning early he was up, lested, 
parched and ravenous. As the first faint 
pink tinged the eastern sky Myles Cabot 
shook off the leaves and completed the 
ascent. 

ft only required a few moments lor him 
to reach the top, a narrow plateau, about a 
mile in length, near the farther end of which 
there stood a small cabin with its two towers 
and aerial, 
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With A cry of joy— which he knew the ear- 
less Formians could not hear— he raced 
toward it. The huge chain and lock, which 
secured its door on the outside, indicated 
that it was unoccupied, and a glance 
through the narrow slitlike windows con- 
firmed this. 

The glance through the window also re- 
\ ealed the presence , of a complete radio 
sending and receiving set of the same gen- 
eral hook-up which he himself had adapted 
for the use of Cupians and Formians on 
the othei continent. 

“Imitation is the most insulting form of 
Hattery,” as Poblath, the Cupian philosopher, 
used to say. Yet Cabot was willing to brook 
the insult, until suddenly it dawned on him 
that the set had no earphones nor 
microphone! 

Of course not, since it was designed for 
use by creatures who possessed neither ears 
nor vocal speech! Gone then was all hope 
of news from home, even if he could suc- 
ceed in breaking in. At the most, he would 
merely be able, by interposing an inter- 
rupter in the primary or secondary of that 
aerial circuit, to send a dot -dash message 
across the boiling seas— 1 use the term 
“aerial circuit,” because “antenna circuit” 
would be ambiguous, as the latter term 
might have either its conventional earth 
significance, or might mean the circuit in 
wJiich the Formian operator would place 
his living antennae in sending and receiving. 

Well, even a chance to send to Cupia a 
message to the effect that he was free and 
safe, would be worth something. Myles 
Cabot tried the slitlike windows, and finding 
them too narrow, slid quickly down the 
near-by slope, soon to return laboriously 
with a twentv-pound rock, which he heaved 
against the door. 

Again and again he heaved the rock, 
until he had the satisfaction of seeing the 
door crack and then give. Finally a . large 
enough opening was effected to afford pas- 
sage for a man, although not for a Formian; 
and through this breach Myles Cabot 
squeezed into the station. 

A few minutes’ scrutiny familiarized him 
with the details of the hook-up, the gen- 
erator set, and the trophil-engine. Every- 
thing was in running order and the fuel 
tank was full. So he fashioned a rude send- 
ing key, broke one of the circuits and tied 
in the key. Then he M'ai med-up and cranked 


the trophil-engine, clutched-in the gen- 
erator, threw the main switch, and sat down 
to flash across the seas the message which 
was to hold firm his partisans in Cupia 
until he could join them. 

But at that instant an arrow hummed 
through the hole in the door, and struck 
quivering in the bench beside him. 

Cabot sprung to his feet and slid home 
the huge beam which barred the door on 
the inside. This was a precaution which he 
had neglected to take before. Next he filled 
the hole in the door with some boards 
hastily wrenched from the work-bench. 
Then picking up a Formian rifle and ban- 
dolier which hung on the wall, he made his 
wav to one of the slit windows on the same 
side as the door and peeped cautiously out. 

The result was immediate; an arrow sped 
through the window and passed just above 
his head. But even as he ducked in- 
stinctively, he saw a dark form moving be- 
hind a bush at some distance outside; so 
cjuicklv rising again, he discharged the rifle 
square at the bush. 

There came a cry of pain, lollowed by 
silence. And there were no more feathered 
incursions. 

Not knowing whether his enemy had been 
disposed of, or whether the cessation of the 
stream of arrows was merely a ruse to entice 
him from his shelter, Myles did not dare 
venture forth to investigate. 

From the first time the arrow had struck 
the work-bench until this final squelching 
of the unknown enemy, Myles had been en- 
grossed in action. Now came the reaction, 
as he realized how narrowly he had twice 
escaped from death in the last few minutes. 
He shuddered at the thought, and turned 
pale; not, however, at the danger to himself, 
but rather at the danger to his loved ones in 
Cupia. He must keep himself alive until he 
could reach and save them from whatever 
peril it was that had caused Lilia to send the 
SOS which had recalled him to Poros. 

But being ever the inquisitive scientist, 
his attention was soon distracted by the 
arrow which stood sticking to the bench. 

Its shaft was of some hard and very 
springy wood. Its tip wa.s of chipped stone 
resembling flint, and bound to the shaft by 
vegetable fibeis. Its "feathers” were thin 
laminae of wood, doubtless because birds, 
and hence true feathers, are unknown on 
Poros. 
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\J^HY oil ev.rtli— or ratlier, on Poros— were 
’ the ant-men employing such crude 
weapons!* Rifles they had aplenty, and pow- 
der was easy to mannlacture. Besides w'hat 
did they know of bows and arrows, which 
had never been used by them, even in the 
days before Cabot the Minorian introduced 
firearms upon the planet? 

Thus these arrows presented a perplexing 
problem. But a practical job remained to be 
performed before Myles was to ha\e any 
time for abstract questions. The message to 
Cupia must be sent off. 

The earth-man returned to the radio set. 
The trophil-engine and the generator were 
still running. The whole apparatus appeared 
to be functioning properlv. And so M\ les 
ticked oft into space the following message: 

CQ, CQ, CQ, DE, Cabot. Cabot, Cabot. 

I base returned to Poros from Minos. I am 
on the new' contintent of the Formian.s. I 
am in complete control there. 

Tliat was a lie, but it would ser\ c to 
bearten bis supporters, or throw the fear of 
the Supreme Builder into the partisans of 
Yuri, wliiches er it reached. The message 
continneci : 

Do not expect me soon, lor lirst 1 must 
consolidate wbat I have gained here. But 
w hen I do come, Yuri bew'are! M\ friends, 
hold out until then. I ba\e spoken, 

DE, Cabot. 

This message he sent again and again, at 
every wave-length of which the installation 
was capable. He repeated and repeated it 
until he was tired. 

And then, tor the first time, he remem- 
hered his thirst and his hunger. Fortunately 
there was both food and drink in the shack; 
so Cabot satisfied his wants, and then went 
at his message again. 

o o 

Wlien at last he paused once more for a 
rest, and shut off the trophil-engine. his 
human ears cauglit a familiar rattling sound. 
Instantly he realized the situation; one or 
more ant-men were approaching. Sure 
enough, as he looked out of a w'indow in the 
direction of the sound, he saw' two of these 
creatures trotting toward him across the 
plateau. 

Both carried rifles .slung at their backs; so 
without waiting for their nearer approach 
Myles opened fire. One of tlie Formians 


dropped, hnl the other Inrned and fled; and 
in spite ol tlie hail ol bullets whicli the 
eartlr-men sent after it. reached the crest in 
apparent safety, and dis;ippeared from view. 

Cabot knew w'liat that meant to him. It 
portended the earlv return of the fugitive 
aiit with .scores of hks fellows, to lay siege 
to the radio station. Tlien a doubt occurred 
to him. What if these ants were members of 
Doggo s taction, and he had killed a friend? 

And so at the risk of his life, he unbarred 
the door and rushed out to inspect the dead 
bod\ . But it was no ant w hom he knew. 
Time would tell whether the snrxiving ant 
would retniii with hiends nr lues. Mean- 
while (kihot must get hnsx with his message. 
.So at it again he w ent. first ban ing the door 
again. 

From time to time be rested and listened 
lor the approach of Formians. Occasionally 
he ate and drank. During Iiis longer rests, he 
rarted the rifle, the ammunition and some 
proxisions to a point tpiite a distance down 
the moniitairisiae, and cached them there; 
for he had formulated a pi, in of escape. But 
rnostlv he stuck to his signaling. All Cupia, 
or such of it as might still possess long-dis- 
tance radio sets in spite of the renewed do- 
minion of Yuri, must be made to know of the 
return of Mvics Cabot Iroin the earth. 

.\ight fell, and with it c;une a respite Irom 
the d;iiiger of F’ormian attack; for these crea- 
tures would nexei venture lorlh in the dark- 
ness without liglits, and lights w'onld betray 
them. Myles spent part of the night in send- 
ing his message, part in watching lor ap- 
proaching lights, and part in dozing. 

Finally along toward morning he set 
about wrecking the set, tor he did not wish 
the F^ormians to get into communication 
with C.'npia and undo the etfcct of his own 
message hv pointing out its falsity. Accord- 
ingly he smashed llic lubes, unwound the 
inductances and transformers, enl all the 
wiring into little liits, bent tlie plates of file 
condensers, chiseled throng] i the coils of the 
generator, pounded the tropliil-cngine to 
pieces, and chained the trophil tank. It 
would l)e many sangths before a new radio 
set could be built, if indeed thc.sc Formians 
knew enough of the aii to ever build 
another. 

His work ol destruction completed, he .sat 
down to wait; but the inaction palled on 
him, and helorc he knew' it he had lallen 
sound asleep. 
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TIE awakened witli a start. It was broad 
daylight. He listened. Theie was much 
rattling outside. So he walked to the door, 
unbarred it, and stepped out. 

He was not afraid; for on the evening be- 
fore he had nailed above the door two 
crossed sticks, the Porovian equivalent of a 
Mag of truce. 

At a short rlistauce stood a band of thirty 
or forty ant-mcn, their leader holding a pair 
of. crossed sticks. Accordingly the ragged 
earth-man advanced. Not one of them did 
he recognize, but this was no indication of 
their identity. 

Were these members of the Yuri taction, 
he wondered, or of the taction recently cap- 
tained by the now deceased Doggo? If the 
former, they were conquerors intent on add- 
ing him to their list of conquests; but if the 
latter, then they might be fugitives like him- 
.selt. It behooved him to find out. 

So he proceeded to a slight dc|jre.ssion in 
the mountain-top, very near the group of 
Formians. This depression contained soil, 
and in it he scratched in Porovian shorthand 
the words: “Yuri or Doggo?” Then pointed 
to his message and withdrew for a slight 
distance. 

One of the ant-men advanced alone to the 
depression, staied at the words, rubbed one 
part of them, and returned to his comrades, 
at which Cabot in tujai advanced. 

The one word lemaining written in the 
dirt was “Yuri!” 

So these were victorious enemies, rather 
than fugitive friends. 

Waving a signal that the interview was at 
an end, Myles Cabot returned with dignity 
to the shack and pulled down his crossed 
sticks. 

But then, instead of entering, he suddenly 
ilashed around the house and slid down the 
jnonntainside amid a shower of pebbles. 

Instantly the Formian pack rushed after 
him, but they were too late; for by the time 
they had gained the crest he was safely 
under cover of the bushes, making his way 
down the .slope with his rifle, ammunition, 
and provision. The ant-men evidently feared 
an ambush, for they did not follow. 

This side of the mountain (the eastern) 
was wooded, instead of the almost impass- 
able boulders over which he had climbed 
up the other side two days ago. Accordingly 
the descent was easy, almost pleasant. Soon 
he struck a path beside a little brook, and 
followed it until it led out onto the fertile 


eastern plains which he had observed when 
first he had topped this range of hills. 

Beneath a large ti'ee beside the brook, at 
the edge of the plain, Myles Cabot stopped 
and sat down for lunch; and it was while 
seated thus, with his back against the tree 
trunk, that an anow suddenly whistled 
through the woods and imbedded itself in 
the bark just above his head. 

Startled, he sprang to his feet, seized his 
rifle, and looked around. 

A second arrow sped through the air, and 
this one did not miss him. 

In due course of time, Myles regained 
consciousness. He was lying on the ground 
beneath the same tree. There was an ugly 
gash in his head. His rifle, ammunition, and 
food were gone. His face and body were 
covered with clotted blood, and he felt very 
faint. 

With difficulty he dragged himself to the 
stream, tore off a piece of his ragged toga, 
and washed away some of the gore. But it 
required an almost superhuman effort. He 
lay on the bank and panted. His head swam. 
His surroundings began to blur and dance 
about. And then he swooned again. 

After what seemed an interminable time 
he became dimly con.scious that he was lying 
on something less hard than the ground. 
Soft arms were around him. Some one was 
crooning to him sweet words and low. 

Was this a dream? Or was he back once 
more in Cupia with his loved ones? 

CHAPTER VI 

THE VAIRKINGS 

VlY'LES CABOT opened his weary eyes. 

Around him hung barbaric tapestries. 
He was lying on a couch covered by the 
same materials. 

Seated on the couch beside him was a 
creature human in form, but covered with 
short golden-brown fur. It seemed to be a 
young woman of some species. But of what 
species? 

Myles threw back his head and studied 
the creature’s face, expecting to see the 
prognathous features of some anthropoid 
ape. But no; for eyes, nose, mouth, ears, and 
all were human, distinctly human, and of a 
high type. They might have been the fea- 
tures of an earth-girl, except for the fact that 
the short brown fur persisted on the face as 
on the rest of the bndr’ The general effect 
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leminded Cabot for all tlie world of a teddy 
bear. Yes, that is wbat this creature was, an 
animated human teddv bear. 

Seeing Cabot looking at her, the creature 
smiled down at him, and murmured some 
strange words in a soothing musical voice. 
Also she stroked his cheek with one of her 
tui rv paws. 

At this moment the hangings parted, and 
there stepped into their presence a man of 
the species, wearing a leather tunic and 
leather helmet, and carrying a wooden spear. 
Bowing low before the furry lady, he spoke 
to her in the same soft tongue which she had 
employed in addressing Myles. 

Not a single syllable was familiar to the 
earth-man, but he caught the words "Roy” 
and “Vairking” repeated a number of times, 
and also made out that the furry man had 
addressed the furrv ladv as “Arkilu.” 

Arkilu no\s' arose from the couch and, 
taking a tablet and a stick of charcoal from 
a near-by stand, wrote some characters upon 
a sheet of paper and handed it to the man. 
who bowed and withdrew. 

The pad and charcoal gave Myles an idea. 
If he was to stay any length of time with 
these creatures he had better start in at 
once learning both their written and their 
spoken language. 

And perhaps, when he had mastered it, 
he could persuade these kindly yet warlike 
folk to assist him against the Formians. He 
judged that they were kindly, because of 
the actions of the furry lady; and they were 
warlike, because of the habiliments of the 
furrv man. 

Putting his idea into action, Myles sat up, 
gathering a gaudy blanket about his shoul- 
ders, and pointed to the writing materials. 
With a furry smile Arkilu brought them to 
him. 

Having been through this game once be- 
fore, he knew just where to begin. He 
pointed to the couch, and handed her the 
]iad and charcoal. 

Whereupon the lady spoke some abso- 
lutely unintelligible sound, and wrote upon 
the pad, in unmistakable Cupian shorthand, 
the familiar Cupiari word for couch! 

Myles could hardly believe his senses. He 
stared at the paper, rubbed his eyes, and 
then stared again. How was it that this 
creature employed a written character iden- 
tical with the word used by another race, 
far across the impassable boiling seas, to 


designate the same thing? But perhaps this 
was merely a coincidence. 

So he pointed to another object. Again 
tliere came a strange sound, coupled with 
the familiar Cupian symbol. 

The experiment was repeated and re- 
peated, always with the same result. 

Then Cabot himself took the writing mate- 
rials and in.scribed a number ol words which 
sounded somewhat alike in Porovian antenna 
speech. To these words Arkilu gave an en- 
tirely different set of similar sounds. 

“Aha,” said Cabot to hirnsell, “this lan- 
guage employs exactly the same words as 
are used on our continent, but translates the 
sound-.symbols of these words into entiiely 
diflereut sounds!” 

Cabot’s interpretation ol the situation 
proved correct in the main, which tact made 
it extremely easy for him to master the new 
language. Already he could carry on a writ- 
ten conver.sation with his benefactress; and 
before long it became possible, by dint of 
great care, for him to talk aloud in simple 
sentences. 

Of course, all this progress was not made 
at one sitting, for Arkilu insisted that her 
patient take frequent rests. From time to 
time meals were served by female attend- 
ants, meals abounding in strange meats, 
mostly lobsterlike, but some re.sembling fish 
and flesh. Each night Arkilu departed, leav- 
ing a furry man-creature on guard, with 
leather armor and wooden spear. 

As he mastered the language, Myles 
learned the following facts from Arkilu. Her 
people were called the Vairkings, and she 
was the eldest daughter of Theoph, their 
ruler. The Vairkings were a primitive race. 
Apparently they knew nothing of any of 
the metals, but had made considerable 
progress in the arts of tanning, weaving and 
carpentry. 

'The fact that they had made cloth ac- 
counted for the fact that they had paper. 
Their leather they had obtained from the 
hides of a large variety of nocturnal reptiles, 
known indiscriminately as “gnoopers,” and 
ranging in size from that of a cat to that of 
an elephant, though all possessed the com- 
mon characteristics of small heads, long 
necks, stumpy legs, and long heavy tails. 

CHE explained as follows to her guest how 
he had been rescued; "Our home is in 
the city of V'airkingi, far away, a little east 
ol north from here. We Vairkings stick 
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pretty close to tlie cities, ior tlie grerit open 
spaces of oiir land are inhabited by preda- 
tory tribes of wild crealnios very like our- 
selves, called Holes. The leader of one of 
the largest tribes of the.se, Att the Terrible, 
sought alliance with my father, and, as the 
price of this alliance, a union between .^tt 
and mvsclf. Hut I spurned him. 

“His hordes then attacked Vairkingi, but 
we repulsed them and drove thcan to the 
southward. At present we are on a punitive 
expedition into their territory. Our warriors 
are under the command ol |ud the Excuse 
maker; and my father (Theoph the Grim) 
and f have accompanied the headquarters, 
so as to witness the downfall of Att the 
Terrible. 

"It was undoubtedly one of the Hoies who 
wounded you, but the approach ol our men 
drove them off before they had time to do 
you further harm. It was I myself who found 
you lying beside the brook, and 1 would 
lain possess you as my own. you who are 
unlike any man whom I have ever seen. 
Whence come you?” 

“1 am from the planet Minos. O Arkilu 
the Beautiful,” replied Cabot. 

But the princess incredulously shook her 
head, saying, “1 know noi vvhcreol you 
speak, nor know I the meaning ol the word 
‘planet.’ There are no othei worlds than this 
continent which we inhabit, surrounded by 
boiling seas on all sides; though rumor says 
that strange beasts from somewhere have 
landed and are building a city to the east- 
ward of the mountains.” 

“Rumor has it right,” .Myles laconically 
interjected, “for I had just escaped from 
those beasts when I was wounded bv the 
arrow of the Holes. 

Arkilu opened her eyes in wondci. 

“Tell me about them,” she IrreatlK.'d, 

So the earth-man sat up, swathed in the 
gaudy tapestries of the N'airkings, and re- 
lated to the furry princess the story of his 
adventures on the planet Poros. It w as diffi- 
cult to put it all into w'ords within her com- 
prehension, for neither she nor her people 
could know anything of radio, of the solar 
system, of airplanes, or of rifles. Accordingly 
his account ran about as follows: 

“Know, O Princess, that there is another 
land called ‘Minos’, or in our owm language 
‘the earth’, far above those silver clouds, 
one million times the distance from here to 
your capital city, Vairkingi. Also there is, 
beyond the boiling seas, another land much 


like this, where dwell hairless men called 
‘Cupians’, and also the black beasts to whom 
you haye referred. These beasts are called 
‘Formians’, 

‘‘Cupians and Formians cannot talk with 
their mouths as y'ou and I. Nor do they have 
ears to hear with. Instead, they communi- 
cate by a kind of soundless magic, called 
radar’. But they write the same language 
as do you Vairkings. 

‘On the earth I was master of this magic, 
radio. But one day my own magic proved 
too strong tor me, and shot me through the 
skies to Formia, where the Formians cap- 
tured me. I found that the Cupians were the 
slaves of the Formians. 

“By means of radio I was ;ible to talk 
with both races. I e.scaped from the For- 
mians, By other magic, w'hich could throw 
small black stones faster than arrows and 
with more deadly results, I led the Cupians 
to victory over their oppressors. 'Their 
princess, Lilia, became my bride, and our 
son, Kewy now sits on the throne of Cupia. 
But Piince Yuri, a renegade Cupian, re- 
belled against us, for he too loved Lilia!” 

Myles continued: ‘‘Yuri and his allies pos- 
sessed magic w'agons which could fly 
through the air—” 

‘What is ‘fly’?” Arkilu interrupted, "If you 
mean ‘swim' it is impossible, for no creature 
ever lived which could swim in air.” 

“Ah, but this is magic, you must remem- 
ber,” he assured her. “Have you Vairkings 
never seen any peculiar black objects sail- 
ing through the sky since the rumored ar- 
rival of the Formians on your continent?” 

Arkilu pursed her lips in thought. “Yes,” 
she admitted, “there have been rumors of 
that too.” 

“\\’ell,” he continued, "those were the 
(lying wagons of the Formians. When we 
finally defeated them and drove them across 
the boiling seas in these wagons, I revis- 
ited the planet earth by means of the radio 
magic of which I have told vou. But on my 
attempted return to Cupia I landed on your 
continent instead, by mistake, and was 
again captured by my Formian enemies. Of 
my escape from them, mv wounding by the 
Hoy arrow, and my rescue by you, you 
already know.” 

.Arkilu smiled ingratiatingly. “You are a 
pretty .spinner of tales. Therefore I shall 
keep you to amuse me. Methinks that even 
Theoph the Grim will revel in your 
lantasics.” 



And she leaned over and caressed Cabot’s 
clreek with one fiiriy hand. He cringed at 
the touch, yet strove not to offend her, whose 
continued friendsliip might mean so much 
tou'ard his return to his own country. 

He wanted her good will and her influ- 
ence; but. out of lovaltv to Lilia, he dreaded 
her love. 

To change the subject he inquired: 
‘■VV’lien shall I be well enough to get up? 

“You are well enough now,” she replic'd 
“Try to stand.” 

At Myles’s insistence, a leather suit wa^ 
sent for; he soon found himself dressed like 
a soldier of the \'airkings. Thus arrayed he 
stood and walked about a little inside the 
tent, but Arkihi would not permit him to 
\enture outside until he should be stronger. 

Before leaving for the night Arkilu an- 
nounced; “Tomorrow our expedition starts 
back for Vairkingi. When we reach the city 
I shall marrv von, for I have decided that 1 
love vou.” 

CHAPTER VH 
tiAOio onc:d; Monr-; 

CO Ai'kilu, the lurr\ beauty, planned to 

marry Myles Cabot, the eartb-man, he 
who already hned and was wed to Lilia ot 
Cupia! A happv prospect indeed! Yet he 
dared not repulse the Vairkingian maiden, 
le.st thereby be lose bis chance of returning 
to his home and family. 

For at last he had formulated a plan of 
action, namelv to arm the hordes of Vair- 
kingia, lead them against the ant-men, seize 
an ant-plane, and with it fly back to Cupia. 
So, for the present, he appeared to fall in 
with the matrimonial whim of the princess. 

Early the next morning, however, as he 
was prowling around inside the tent, testing 
bis weak legs, he overheard a conversation 
on the outside, which changed the situation 
considerablv. 

“But, father,” remonstrated a voice which 
Myles recognized as that of Arkilu, “1 found 
him, and therefore he is mine. I want him. 
He is beautiful!” 

"Beautiful? Humph!” a stern male voice 
sarcastically replied. “He must be, without 
any fur! Oh, to think that my royal daughter 
would wish to wed a freak of nature, and a 
common soldier at that!” 

“He’s not a common soldier!” asserted the 
voice of Arkilu, “He wears clothes mereb 


so as to preserve his health for my sake. 

“Well, a sickly cripple then,” answered 
her father’s voice, “which is just as bad. At 
all events, Jud is the leader of this expedi- 
tion, and therefore this captive belongs to 
him. You can have him onlv if jud so wills. 
It is the law.” 

.Myles Cabot stealthily crossed the tent 
ind put his eye to an opening between the 
curtains at the tent opening. There stood the 
familiar figure of Arkilu, and confronting 
her was a massive male "Vairking. His fur, 
however, was snow white, so that his gen- 
eral appearance resembled that of a polar 
bear. His face was appropriately harsh and 
cold. This was Theoph the Grim, ruler of 
the Vairkings! 

The dispute continued. And then there 
approached another man of the species. The 
newcomer, black-furred, was short, sejuat, 
and gnarled, yet possessed of unquestion- 
able intelligence and a certain dignity which 
clearlv indicated that he was of noble rank. 
He wore a leather helmet and carried a 
wooden lance. 

Theoph the Grim hailed him with: “Ho, 
(ud, what brings you here?” 

[ud raised his spear diagonally across 
his chest as a salute, and replied; “A change 
of plans, excellency. Upon reaching the 
river. I decided that it would be wiser not 
to return to Vairkingi by that route.” 

“Really meaning,” Arkilu interposed, with 
a laugh, “that you found it impossible to 
throw a bridge across at that point.” 

“Why do you always doubt the reasons 
for my actions?” Jud asked in an aggrieved 
tone. 

“You wrong me,” she replied, "I never 
doubt your reasons. Your reasons are always 
of the best. What T doubt is your exaises " 

“Enough, enough!” the king shouted. “For 
I wish to discuss more immediate matters 
than nice distinctions of language. Jud’s 
reasons or excuses, or whatever, are good 
enough for me. Jud, I wish to inform you 
that my daughter has recently captured a 
strange furless being, whom it is mv pleasure 
to turn over to you. 1 have not vet .seen tins 
oddity— ” 

“Father, please!” Arkilu begged, but at 
this juncture, Myles, exasperated by 
Thcoph’s remarks, parted the tent curtains 
and stepped out. 

“Look well, oh, king!” he shouted. “Here 
stands Mvles Cabot, the Minorian, beast 
from another world, freak of nature, sickly 
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Clippie, common soldier, and all that. Look- 
well, O king!” 

“A bit loud mouthed, I should say,” 
Theoph the Grim sniffed, not one whit 
abashed. 

“Watch him crumple at the presence ol a 
real man," added Jud the Excuse-Maker. 

Suiting the action to the word, the lattei 
stepped over to Myles and suddenh' slapped 
him on the face. 

As a boy, the earth-man had often seen 
larger boys point to their cheek or shoulder, 
witli the words; “There is an electric button 
there. Touch it and something will fly out 
and hit you.” But never as a boy had he 
dared to press the magic button, for he 
could well imagine the result. 

Such a result now occurred to ]ud; for. 
the instant his fingers touched Cabot’s cheek, 
out flew Cabot’s clenched fist smack to the 
point of Jud’s jaw, and tumbled him in the 
dust. 

Jud picked himself up snarling, shook 
himself, and then rushed bull-like at the 
earth-man, who stood his ground, ducked 
the flying arms of his antagonist, and tackled 
him as in the old football days at college. 
Jud was thrown for a four-yard loss with 
much of the breath knocked out of his body. 

Theopli the Grim, with a worried frown, 
and Arkilu the Beautiful, with an entranced 
smile, stood by and watched the contest. 

TPHE Vairking noble lay motionless on his 

back as Myles scrambled to his knees 
astride the other’s body and placed bis hands 
on the other’s shoulders. But suddenly, the 
under-dog threw up his left leg, caught 
Myles on the right shoulder and pushed him 
backward. In an instant both men were on 
their feet again, glaring at each other. 

Then they clinched and went down once 


more, this time with Jud on top. Theoph's 
look changed to a smile, and Arkilu became 
worried. But before Jud had time to follow 
up his advantage, Cabot secured a hammer- 
lock around his neck and shoulders, and 
then slowly forced him to one side until 
their positions were reversed, and the 
shoulders and hips of the furry one were 
squarely touching the ground. 

In a wrestling match, this would ha\e 
constituted a victory for .Myles Cabot, but 
this was a fight and not a mere wrestling 
match; so the earth-man .secured a hammci - 
lock again and turned Jud the Excuse- 
.Maker over until he lay prone, whereupon 
the victor rubbed the nose of the vaii- 
quislicd back and forth in the dirt, until he 
heard a muffled sound which he took to be 
the Vairkingian equivalent of the “ ’nufl” so 
familiar to every pugnacious American 
schoolboy. 

His honor satisfied, Cabot arose, brnsbed 
himself off, and bowed to the two spec- 
tators. Jud sheepishly got to his feet as well, 
all the fight knocked out of him. Theoph 
stared at the victor with displeasure and at 
his own countryman with disgust, but 
Arkilu rushed over to Cabot with a little 
cry, flung her arms around him, and drew 
him within the tent. 

As they passed through the curtains, 
■Myles heard Jud the Excuse-Maker explain- 
ing to the king: “I decided to let him beat 
me, so that thereby I might give pleasure 
to her whom I love.’’ 

Inside the tent, Arkilu bathed the 
scratches and bruises of the earth-man. and 
hovered around him and fussed over him 
as though he had accomplished something 
much more wonderful than merely to ha\ e 
come out on top in a schoolboy rough-and- 
tumble fight. 


Can't Keep Grandma 

In Her Chair 


She’s as Lively as a Youngster— Now her Backache is better 


Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly, once 
they discover that the real cause of their trouble may be 
tired kidenys. 

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the excess 
acids and waste out of the blood, They help most people 
pass about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poisonous 
matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nagging 
backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and 


energy, getting up nights, swelling, pufhness under the 
eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty passages 
with smarting and burning sometimes shows there Is some- 
thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder. 

Don’t wait. Ask your druggist for Doan's Pills, used 
successfully by millions for over 40 years. They give happy 
relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out 
poisonous waste from your blood. Get Doan's Pills. ( Adv.) 
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Myles was very sorry that it all had hap- 
pened. In the first place, he had lost his 
temper, which was to his discredit. In the 
second place, he had made a hero of himself 
in the eyes of the lady whose love he was 
most anxious to avoid. And in the third 
place, he had fought the man who was best 
calculated to protect him from that unde- 
sired love. Altogether, he had made a mess 
of things, and all he could do about it was 
meekly submit to, the ministrations of the 
furry princess. What a life! 

Finally Arkilu departed, leaving Cabot 
alone with recriminations for his rashness, 
longings for his own Princess Lilia, and wor- 
ries for her safety. 

The next day the expedition took up its 
delayed start homeward, ]ud having found a 
route which required no alibis. The tents 
were struck, and were piled with the other 
impedimenta on two-wheeled carts, which 
the common soldiers pulled with long ropes. 

In spite of Arkilu’s pleadings, Myles was 
a.ssigned to one of these gangs, Theoph 
grimly remarking: “If the hairless one is 
well enough to vanquish |ud, he is well 
enough to do his share of the work.” 

Jud explained to Arkilu that the real rea- 
son why he had suggested this was that he 
sincerely believed that the exercise would 
be good for Cabot’s health. 

During one of the halts, when Jud liap- 
pened to be near Cabot’s gang, the earth- 
man strode over to the commander, who 
instinctively cringed at his approach. 

“I’m not fighting to-day,” Myles assured 
the Vairking with an engaging smile, “but 
may I have a word with you?” 

So the two withdrew a short distance out 
of earshot of the rest, and Myles continued: 
“I do not love Arkilu the Beautiful. You do. 
Let us understand one another, and help 
one another. You assist me to keep away 
from the princess, and 1 shall assist you bi/ 
keeping away from the princess. Later I 
shall make further suggestions as to how 
we can cooperate to mutual advantage. I 
have spoken.” 

Jud stared at him with perple.xed 
admiration. 

“Who are youP" he asked, “who stands 
unabashed In the presence of kings and 
nobles, who addresses a superior without 
permission, and yet without offensive 
familiarity?” 

“I am Cabot the Minorian," the other 
replied, “ruler over Cupia, a nation larger 


and more powerful than yours. A race ol 
fearsome beasts have landed on the western 
shores of your continent. They are enemies 
of mine, and will become enemies of yours 
as they extend their civilization and run 
counter to yours.” 

“Impossible!” Jud exclaimed. “For how 
could these mythical creatures cross the 
boiling seas to land on our shores?” 

“By magic,” answered Myles, “magic 
which they stole from me. And they held me 
prisoner until I overthrew their magic and 
e.scaped, to be found by your expedition.' 

“Then you are a magician?” 

'Yes " 

“.Ah, that explains how you defeated me 
in combat yesterday,” Jud asserted with a 
relieved sigh. 

“We will let it go at that,” Myles agreed, 
smiling. “But to continue, let me frankly 
warn you that unless you destroy these 
Formians, they will eventually destroy you 

“They now possess magic against vvhich 
vou Vairkings would be powerless; magic 
methods of soundless speech; magic devices 
for transmitting that speech as far as from 
here to Vairkingi; magic wagons which can 
travel through the air and at such a speed 
that they could go from here to Vairkingi 
and back in a twelfth part of a day; and 
magic bows which shoot death-dealing pel- 
lets faster than the speed of sound, and 
which can outrange your bows and arrows 
ten to one. 

“But if you will give a workroom and 
materials— and keep Arkilu away from me- 
I can devise magic which will overcome 
their magic, and which will make Vairkingi 
the unquestioned master of this whole con- 
tinent, in spite of the Roies and the For- 
mians. Then I shall seize one of the Formian 
magic wagons, fly back in it to my own 
country, and leave you in peaceful dominion 
ox er this continent. What do you say?” 

“I say,” the Vairking replied, “that you 
are an amusing fellow, and an able spinner 
of yarns. But you talk with evident earnest- 
ness and sincerity. Therefore I shall give 
you your workshop and your materials; but 
on one condition, namely, that you entertain 
me and my friends with your stories. And 
mayhap your magic may entertain us like- 
wise. I have spoken.” 

And thus it came to pass that Jud the 
Excuse-Maker attached the earth-man to his 
personal retinue, and placed a laboratory 
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at liis disposal uiion tlie return arrival of 
the expedition at Vairkingi. 

This city was built entirely of wood. It 
was surrounded by a high stockade, and was 
divided by stockades into sections, each pre- 
sided over by a noble, save only the central 
section which housed the retinue of Theoph 
himself. Within the sections, each family had 
its own walled-off enclosure. All streets and 
alleys passed between high wooden walls. 
The buildings and fences were elaboratelv 
carved and gaudilv colored. 


AS the returning expedition approached 
^ the great wall, they were met by blasts 
of trumpet music from the parapets. Then a 
huge gate opened, and they passed inside. 
Here they quickly separated, and each de- 
tachment hastened to the quarter of the 
nobleman from whom they had been drawn. 
Jud and his detachment proceeded down 
many a hlgh-walled street until they came 
to a gate bearing the insignia of Jud himself. 

Inside there were more streets of the 
same character through which Jud’s retinue 
dispersed to the gates of their own little 
inclosures until Jud and Myles Cabot were 
left alone. 

The noble led his new acquisition to a 
gate. 

“This inclosure is vacant," Jud explained. 
"It will be yours. Enter and take possession. 
Within, you will find a small house and a 
shop. Serving maids will be sent from my 
own household to make you comfortable. 
Repair to my palace to-night and tell me 
some more stories. Meanwhile good-by for 
the present.” 

And he strode off and disappeared around 
a bend in the street. 

Cabot passed in through the gate. 

He found a well, from which he drew 
water to fill a carefidly fashioned wooden 
pool. Scarce had he finished bathing, when 
a group of furrv girls arrived from the 
house of his patron bearing brooms and 
blankets and food. 

One of them also bore a note which read 
as follows: 


If you love me you will find a way to 
reach me. 


Arkilu. 


“And if not, what?” said Myles to himself. 
After he had rested and dined, and the 
place had been made thoroughly neat, all 
the girls withdrew save the one who had 


brought the note. She informed him that her 
name was “Quivven” and that she had been 
ordered to remain in the inclosure as his 
servant. 

She was small and lithe. Her hair was a 
brilliant yellow-gold, and her eyes were 
blue. If it had not been for her fur, she 
would have passed for a twin to his own 
Lilia. This fact brought an intense pang to 
him and caused such a wave of homesick- 
ness that he sat down on a couch and hid 
his face in his hands. 

But the pretty creature made no attempt 
to comfort him. Instead, she merely re- 
marked half aloud to herself: “I wonder 
what Arkilu can possibly see in him. Even 
Att the Terrible is much more handsome." 

Finally, Myles arose with more determina- 
tion and courage than he had felt at any 
time since his return to Poros. 

Guided by Quivven, he set out for Jud’s 
dwelling, firmly resolved to take steps that 
very night, which should result eventually 
in his reaching Cupia, and rescuing his fam- 
ily from the renegade Yuri. 

Jud’s palace was elaborate and barbaric, 
[ud himself was seated on a divan sur- 
rounded by Vairkingian beauties. They all 
were frankly inquisitive to see this hairless 
creature from another world, yet they rather 
turned up their pretty noses at him when 
they found him dressed like a common 
soldier. 

Cabot regaled the gathering with an ac- 
count of his first arrival on Poros and of the 
two wars of liberation which had freed 
Cupia from the domination of the ants. All 
the while he was most eager to get down 
to business with the noble; yet he realized 
that he had been employed for a definite 
purpose, namely story-telling, and that his 
first duty was to please his patron. 

Finally, the ladies withdrew, and Myles 
Cabot, the radio man, began the first dis- 
cussion of radio that he had undertaken 
since his return to Poros. 

CHAPTER VIII 

BUT WHY RADIO? 

'T^HREE fields of “magic" wera open to 
■“■him; rifle-fire, aviation, and radio. The 
opportunity' for building a workable aii- 
plane among people who knew no metal 
arts was obviously' slight. To make a radio 
set should be possible, if he could find cer- 
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tain minerals and other natural products, 
which ought to be available in almost any 
country. But easiest of all would be to ex- 
tract iron from the ore which he had 
observed on his journey across the moun- 
lains, forge rifle barrels and simple breech 
jnechanisms, and make gunpowder and 
bullets. 

Therefore it is plain w'liy he did iiol 
attempt to build airships, but it is hard to 
see why he did not make firearms rather 
than a radio set. Firearms would have 
enabled him to equip the \aiirkings for 
battle against the Formians, whereas radio 
could serve no useful purpose at the 
moment.. 

Yet, he took up radio, i tliink tire ex 
planation lies in two facts: first, he wanted 
above all to get in touch with his home in 
Cupia, find out the status of affairs there, 
and give courage to his wife and his sup- 
porters, if any of them remained; and sec- 
ondly, he was primarily a radio engineer, 
and so his thoughts naturally turned to radio 
and minimized its difficulties. There w'ould 
be plenty of time to arm the \Trirkings after 
Ire found out how affairs stood at home. 

So he broached to Jud his project of con- 
structing a r.adio set, w'hich would necessi- 
tate extended journeys in search of materials. 
But the Vairking noble was singularlv 
uninterested. 

“I know that you can s[)in iirtercsting 
yarns,” he said, “but I do not know whether 
you can do magic. Why, then, should 1 
deprive myself of the pleasuie of listening 
to your stories, just for the sake of letting 
you amuse yourself in a probably impos- 
sible pursuit? First, you must convince me 
that you are a magician; then perhaps I 
may consent to vour attempting further 
magic.” 

“Very well,” the earth-man replied. To- 
morrow evening I shall display to you some 
of the more simple examples of my art. 
Meanwhile, I shall spend my time concoct- 
ing mystic spells in preparation for the 
occasion." ^ 

Then he bowed and withdrew, thanking 
his lucky stars that he had learned a few 
tricks of sleight-of-hand while at college. 

Myles now recalled several of these, and 
devoted most of the succeeding day to pre- 
aring a few simple bits of apparatus. Then 
e practiced his tricks before the golden- 
furred Quivven, to her complete mysti- 
fication. 


That ex ening, he went again to the quar- 
ters of Jud the Excuse-Maker. The same 
group was there as on the evening before, 
and in addition, several other Vairking men 
and their wives. 

After an introduction by his host, the 
earth-man started in. First he did, in rapid 
succession, some simple variations of 
sleight-of-hand. 

He had wanted to peiform the well- 
known “restoration of the cut handkerchief,” 
l)Ut unfortunately the Vairkings possessed 
neither handkerchiefs nor scissors, and he 
was forced to improvise a variant. Taking a 
piece of stick, which he had brought with 
him for a wand, he stuffed a small part of 
one of the gaudy hangings through his 
closed left fist between the thumb and fore- 
finger, .so that it projected in a gathered-up 
point about two inches beyond his hand. 
Then pulling the curtain over toward one 
of the stone open-wick lamps which illumi- 
nated the chamber, he completely burned 
off the projecting bit of cloth. 

Evidently this was one of Jud’s choicest 
tapestries, for the noble emitted a howl of 
grief and rage, and leaped from his divan, 
scattering the reclining beauties in both 
directions. If he had interfered in time to 
prevent the burning, it would have spoiled 
the trick, but as it was, the confusion c.aused 
by his onrush played right into Cabot’s 
hands. 

Myles stepped back in apparent terror as 
[ud seized his precious curtain and hunted 
for the scorched hole. But there was no hole 
there; the curtain was intact. 

Jud looked up sheepishly into the tri- 
umphant face of his proteg6, who thereupon 
stated: “You did not need to worry about 
your property in the hands of a true 
magici.an.” 

“Oh, I was not afraid,” |ud the Excuse- 
.Maker explained. “I merely pretended fear, 
so as to try and confuse your magic.” 

“Please do not do it again,” the earth- 
man sternly admonished him. 

"^HE Vairking noble seated himself again. 

His guests were enthralled. 

This was a fitting climax for the evening. 
The amateur conjurer bowed low and 
withdrew. 

Quivven was waiting for him at his house, 
and reported that some one had torn a small 
piece out of one of the tapestries. Several 
davs later she found the piece, but alas. 
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there was a hole burnt in the middle ol it. 

The next morning Jud the Excuse-Maker 
called at the quarters of Cabot, the furless. 
It was a rare honor, so Cabot answered the 
door in person. Jud expressed his conviction 
that the earth-man really was a magician, 
after all, and that therefore he— Jud— was 
agreeable to an expedition to the mountains 
in search of rocks whose mystica] properties 
would enable the performing of even greater 
magic. It was soon arranged that Cabot, 
with a bodyguard of some twenty Vairking 
soldiers and a low-ranking officer, should 
start on the morrow, 

Myles was thrilled. Now he was getting 
somewhere at last! The rest of the day he 
devoted to preparing a list of the materials 
lor which he must hunt. 

To make a radio-telephone sending and 
receiving set, he would need dielectrics, 
copper wire, batteries, tubes, and iron. For 
dielectrics, wood and mica would suffice 
Wood was common, and the Vairkings were 
skilled carpenters and carvers. For fine in- 
sulation, mica would be ideal; and this min- 
eral ought to be procurable somewhere in 
the mountains, whose general nature he had 
ob.serr'ed to be granitic. 

To make copper wire, he would need 
copper ore— preferably pyrites— quartz, lime- 
stone, and fuel. The necessary furnaces he 
vvould build of brick; any one can bake clav 
into bricks. 

For cement, Myles finally hit upon using 
.1 baked and ground mixture of limestone 
and clay, both of which ingredients he 
would have at hand for other purposes. 

The Vairkings used charcoal in their open 
tires, and this would do nicely for liis fuel. 

For the wire-drawing dies he would use 
steel. This disposed of the copper question, 
and biought him to a consideration of iion, 
which he would need at various places in 
liis apparatus. This metal could be smelted 
from the slag of the copper furnaces, using 
an appropriate flu.x, such as fluorspar, 

Cabot next turned his attention to his 
power source. For some time he debated 
the question of whether or not to build a 
dynamo. But how about the storage bat- 
teries? He wasn’t quite sure how to find or 
make the necessary red and vellow lead 
salts for the packing plates. 

Thus by the time that Cabot reached the 
contemplation of having either to find or 
make his lead compounds he decided to 
turn his attention to primarr cells. The jars 


could be made of pottery, or fronr the glass 
which was going to be necessary for his 
tubes anyhow. Charcoal would furnish the 
carbon elements. Zinc could easily be dis- 
tilled from zinespar, if that particular form 
of ore were found. Sal ammoniac solution 
could be made from the ammonia of animal 
refuse, common salt, and sulphuric acid. 

Mass production of zinc carbon batteries 
should thus be an easy matter, and they 
would serve perfectly satisfactorily, as 
neither compactness nor portability was a 
requisite. The radio man accordingly abau 
doned the idea of dynamos and accumu- 
lators in favor of large quantities of wet 
cells. 

The tubes, it appeared to .Myles, would 
present the greatest problem. Platinum for 
the filaments, grids, and plates had been 
fairly common in nugget form in Cupia, and 
so presumably could be found in Vairkingia. 
Glass, of course, would be easy to make. 

Alcohol for laboratory- burneis could be 
'iistilled from decayed fruit. 

But the chief stumbling block was how- 
to e.xhaust the air from his tubes, and hoyv 
to secure magnesium to use in completing 
the vacuum. These matters he would have 
to leave to the future in the hope of a 
chance idea. For the present there were 
enough elements to be collected so that 
he would be kept busy for a great many 
days. Accordingly he copied oft the follow- 
ing two lists; 


Materials readily- 
Wood 

Wood ashes 

Charcoal 

Clay 


a' ailable : 

Common salt 
White sand 
Animal refuse 
Decavod fruit 


Materials to Imnt for; 


Mica 

Copper ore 
Quartz 
Limestone 
Fluorspar 


Calena 
Zinc ore 
Platinum 
Chalk 
Magnesium 


But that afternoon all his plans were dis- 
rupted by a message reading: 

To The Furless One; 

You are directed to appear for mv 
amusement at mv palace to-morrorv. Fall 
not. 

Theoph The Grim. 


<‘r-pHAT puts an end to my trip,” he said 
to Quivven. “How do you suppose his 
majesty got wind that I am a conjurer?” 
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“One of the guests at the show last night 
must have told him,” she replied. 

But something in her tone of voice caused 
-Myles to look at her intently, and something 
in her expression caused liim to say, “You 
know more than you tell. Out with it!” 

Whereat Quivven shrugged her pretty 
golden shoulders, and replied, “Why de- 
ceive you? Though you are so stupid that il 
is very easy. Who brought you the note 
from Arkilu the night of your arrival here?” 

“You did,” Cabot answered. “Why didn’t 
1 put two and two together before? Then 
you are connected in some way with Arkilu?” 

She laughed contemptuously. “How did 
you guess it?” she taunted. “Yes, one would 
rather say I am connected in some way with 
Arkilu; for I am her sister, set here to spy 
on you by connivance with the chief woman 
of Jud’s servants, who is an old nurse of 
ours. I am Quivven the Golden Flame, 
rlaugher of Theoph the Grim, and it is from 
me that he learned of your mystic abilities. 
What do you think of that, beast?” 

“I think,” Myles said noncommittally, 
“that although you truly are a golden flame, 
you ought to have been named ‘Quivven 
the Pepper Pot’.” 

Whereat she suddenly bur.st into tears 
and rushed out of the room. 

, “Funny girl,” Myles commented to him- 
. self, as he laid aside the list prepared for 
his prospecting trip, and set about the con- 
coction of some stage properties for his 
forthcoming command performance before 
the King. 

It was a sulky Quivven who served his 
meal that evening, so much so that Cabot 
playfully accused her of putting poison in 
Iiis stew. This did not render her any more 
gracious, however. 

“If I did not love my sistei' very much,” 
she asserted, “I w'ould not stand for ) ou for 
one moment.” 

The rest of the meal was eaten in silence 
during which Cabot had an idea. 

So when the food had been cleared away 
he asked the aureate maiden, “Can you 
smuggle a note to your sister for me?” 

“Yes,” she assented gloomily, “and I shall 
tell her how you are treating me.” 

At wliich he could not refrain from re- 
marking, “Do you know, Quivven, I believe 
that you are falling in love with me.” 

“You beast!” she cried at him. “Oh, I hate 
you, I hate you, I hate you!” And she turned 
her face to the wall. 


"Come, come!” said Cabot soothingly. “I 
don’t mean to tease you, and we must both 
think of your sister. The note. How long 
will it take you to deliver it and return?” 

“Shall I hurry?” she asked guardedly. 

“Yes.” 

“Then it will take me less than one- 
welfth of a day.” 

That would be quite sufficient for his 
ilans. Accordingly he wrote: 

Arkilu The Beautiful: 

Send word how I can see you after the 

perfonnance. But beware of Jud. 

Cabot The Magician. 

This note he folded up, placed it in the 
palm of Quivven, and closed her golden 
fingers over it. 

Whereat she sprang back with, “Don’t 
you dare touch me like thatl” and rushed 
out of the house, sobbing angrily. 

Really, he must be more careful with this 
delicate creature; for although her intense 
hatred furnished him considerable amuse- 
ment, yet it was possible to go too far. He 
must at least be polite to the sister of his 
benefactress. 

But there was no time to be given over 
to worrying about Quivven’s sensitive feel- 
ings; for the note had been sent merely to 
give him a slight respite from her prying 
eyes, in order that he might sneak out for a 
conference with Jud; of course he had no 
intention of any secret tryst with Arkilu. 
Heaven forbid, when he loved his own dis- 
tant Lilia so intensely! 

So he hurr ied to the quarters of the Vair- 
kingian noble, who received him gladly, 
being most interested in learning whether 
there was any rational explanation to be 
given to the various magic tricks of the 
evening before. But Myles blocked his in- 
qui.sitiveness by the flat assertion that all 
were due to mystic spells and tali.smans 
alone, and then got rapidly down to busi- 
ness. for there was no time to be lo.st. 

Ty/fyLES told Jud of the note from Theoph 
the Gl im requiring his presence at the 
royal palace, and how he suspected that 
Pi incess Arkilu was responsible. Also, he 
related his discovery that his maidservant 
was Quivven the Golden Flame; but he had 
the decency to refrain from implicating the 
bead of Jud’s menage. 

“I shall have her lemoved at once,” the 
Vairking asserted. 


30 




The devil-furnace of the great magician was now in full ijiast 
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“No, no,” Myles hastily interposed, “that 
would never do; for now that we know she 
is a spy, it will be easy to outwit her. But a 
new one we never could be sure of.” 

Then he told how he had gotten rid ol 
Quivven for the evening by sending hei 
with a note to Arkilu. Jud’s brow darkened. 

"But,” Myles insisted, “that note will 
serve a three-fold purpose; first, it has 
enabled me undetected to pay this visit t( 
you; secondly, it will allay Arkilu’s suspi 
cions; and thirdly, it will stir you to block 
iny appearance before Theoph to-morrow.’ 

“Oh, I would have done that anyhow,’ 
jud insisted. “My plans are all made. I shall 
send a runner to Theoph, and warn him to 
search Arkilu’s room for your note. When 
he finds the note he will certainly cancel 
the arrangements for your performance. 
Thus will the note serve a foin'th purpose. 

“Return now to your quarters, and I will 
send you word of the outcome.” 

“I wouldn’t if 1 were you,” Myles admon- 
ished. “For a message from yon would re- 
veal to our fair young spy the fact of my 
secret inteiwiew with you this evening. Let 
Theoph himself send the word.” 

“So be it. You may count on starting on 
your expedition to-morrow as planned. Good 
luck to you.” 

“Good luck to ijou, Jud the Great, and 
may you win Arkilu the Beautiful.” 

So the earth-man hastened back to his 
(|uarters, where Quivven, on her return, 
found him placidly reclining on a divan. 

For a few minutes they chatted playfully 
together, and then she suddenly narrowed 
her eyelids, looked at him with a peculiar 
expression, and asked; “Aren’t yOu the least 
bit anxious to know what answer Arkilu 
made to your note?” 

That was so; he had written Arkilu a 
ni)te; but now that it had served its purpose 
he had completely forgotten about it. How 
could he square himself with little Quivven? 
By flattery? 

“Of course I’m anxious to know,” he as- 
serted, “but I was so glad to have you come 
back again that for the moment 1 neglected 
to ask you.” 

UIVVEN the Golden Flame pouted. 
“Now you’re teasing me again,” she 
said, “and I won’t stand for it.” 

"But I really want to know,” he continued 
with mock eagerness. “Please do tell me 
about your sister.” 


"I gave her the note—” 

Just then there came a loud pounding on 
the gate outside; so loud, in fact, that the 
sound penetrated within the house. Quivven 
stopped talking. She and Myles listened 
■\tently. The pounding continued. 

“Evidently we are to have company this 
1 ening,” he remarked, glad to change the 
ibject. 

Quivven replied, “Such a racket at this 
ime of night can mean naught but ill. Let 
IS approach the gate with care, and ques- 
ion the intruders.” 

So saying, she took down one of the 
lianging stone lamps and opened the out- 
side door. It was a typical dark, silent, fra- 
grant Porovian evening, except for the fact 
that the darkness was broken by the glare 
of the torches beyond the wall, and that the 
silence was broken by the pounding on the 
gate, and that the fragrance was marred 
by the smoke of Quivven’s lamp. 

“Who is there?” Quivven called. 

To this there came back the peremptory 
shout: “Open quickly, in the name of 
Theoph the Grim! ” 

The golden girl recoiled. Even Gabot him- 
self shuddered as he realized the evident 
cause of the disturbance; his plot with Jud 
had produced results beyond what they had 
planned; and Theoph upon seizing the 
note, had decided not merely to cancel the 
sleight-of-hand performance, but also to 
place his daughter’s supposed sweetheart 
under arrest. 

“I am afraid your father has intercepted 
my letter to your sister,” Cabot explained. 
“I tell you what! You leave by the rear 
door, make your way quickly to Arkilu, and 
see if the two of you can intercede for me 
with your stern parent.” 

So saying, he released her. The slim 
princess handed him the light, and sped 
into the interior of the house. 

“Cease your noise!” he shouted. “For I, 
Myles Cabot the Minorian, come to unbar 
the gate in person!” 

He strode down the path. Quickly he slid 
the huge wooden bolts, swung the gate open, 
and stepped outside, shielding the lamp 
with one hand to get a view of the disturb- 
ers. But his lamp was instantly dashed from 
him and his arms bound behind him. 

His captors were about a dozen Vairking 
soldiers in leather tunics and helmets, some 
carrying wooden spears and some holding 
torches, while their evident leader was sim- 
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ilai'ly clothed but armed with a sharp 
wooden rapier. 

As soon as the prisoner was securely 
bound the guard hustled him roughly off 
down the street. 

Thus were his plans rudely dashed to 
the ground. On the preceding night all had 
been arranged for his trip to secure the ele- 
ments for the construction of a radio set 
with which to communicate with Cupia and 
his Lilia. That morning he had been forced 
to postpone his trip, in order to perform 
before Theoph the Grim. And this evening 
he was Theoph’s prisoner, slated for— what? 

CHAPTER IX 

A KlUSONF.R 

T^HE squad of \ airking soldiers, with 

Myles Cabot as their prisoner, had trav- 
ersed nowhere near the distance to the 
palace, when they turned from the street 
through a gate. 

“Where are they going to take me now?’’ 
Myles wondered. 

This question was soon answered, lor the 
party entered a building w'hich was evi- 
dently a dwelling of l/e better class. The 
hall was well lighted, so that .Miles blinked 
at the sudden glare. 

The leader of the party placed himself 
.squarely in front of his prisoner, with hands 
on his hips, and remarked with apparent 
irrelevance; “M'ell, we fooled Quivven, 
didn’t we?” 

The prisoner stared at him in surprise, ft 
was Jud! Jud, disguised as a common soldier. 

Cabot laughed with relief. 

“You certainly gave me a bad hundred- 
and-forty-fourth part of a day,” he asserted. 
"I didn’t recognize you in your street clothes. 
What is the great idea?” 

“ ‘The great idea’,” the noble replied, “to 
quote your phrase, is that I did truly repre- 
sent Theoph the Grim. He authorized me 
to arrest you in his name. The pretty little 
spy will report your capture to Arkilu, and 
her father will stonily refuse to reveal where 
you are imprisoned. 

“Meanwhile I shall give the golden one 
time to escape, and shall then send a sec- 
ond squad to seize your effects. Your expedi- 
tion will start immediately. Come, unbind 
the prisoner.” 

As soon as his bonds were loosed, Myles 
warmly grasped the hand of his benefactor. 


“You are all rightl” he exclaimed. “You 
have completely succeeded without leaving 
anything to explain.” 

"I always succeed, and never have to ex- 
plain anything!” Jud replied a bit coldly. 

And so, late that night, the Radio Man, 
dressed in leather tunic and helmet, and 
armed with a tempered wood rapier, set out 
with his bodyguard for the western moun- 
tains. In silence, and with the minimum of 
lights, they threaded the streets of Jud’s 
compound and then the streets of the city 
until they came to the west gate, where a 
pass signed by Theoph the Grim gave them 
tree exit. Thence they moved due westward 
across the plain, with scouts thrown out to 
guard against contact with any roving Roies. 

By daybreak the) had reached the cover 
of the wooded foothills, and there they 
camped for a full day of much needed rest. 
Finall)', on the second morning following 
their stealthy departure from Vairkingi, 
their journey really started. 

The commander of the bodyguard was an 
intelligent youth named Crota. During the 
meals at the first encampment, Myles de- 
scribed to Crota in considerable detail the 
particular form of copper pyrites which fur- 
nish the bulk of the copper used for elec- 
trical purposes on the continent of Cupia. 

After listening intently to this description 
for about tin* filth time, Crota smiled and 
said, “We Vairkings place no stock in pretty 
stones, except as playthings for our children, 
but 1 do recall the little golden cubes with 
which the children of one of the hill villages 
are accustomed to play tum-tum. This vil- 
lage, Sur by name, is only a day’s journey 
to the southward. Let us turn our steps 
thither and learn from the children where 
they get their toys.” 

“ ‘Out of the mouths of babes and suck- 
lings,’ ” the earth-man quoted to himself. 

And so they set out to the southward, fol- 
lowing a trail which wound in and out 
between the fertile silver-green hills, which 
were for the most part scantily wooded. 

Toward the close of the day, Crota’s 
scouts established contact with the outposts 
of the village which they were seeking; and 
after an exchange of communications by 
runner, the expedition was given free pas- 
sage to proceed. Shortly thereafter they came 
in sight of the village itself. 

From among the surrounding verdant 
rolling terrain there arose one rocky emi- 
nence with precipitous sides, and with a 



flat summit on which stood the village of 
Sur surrounded by a strong wooden 
palisade. 

Up the face of the cliff there ran a nar- 
row zigzag path, cut in the living rock, and 
overhung by many a bastion from which 
huge stones could be tumbled or molten 
pitch poured on any invaders so rash as to 
attempt the ascent. 

Along this path the expedition crawled 
ill single file with many pauses to draw their 
breath; and before they reached the sum- 
mit Cabot realized full well how it was that 
Sur, the southernmost outpost of Vairkingian 
civilization, had so long and so successfully 
withstood the onslaughts of the wild and 
savage Roies. 

The inhabitants, tuny Vairkings, turned 
out in large numbers to greet the visitors 
and especially to inspect the turless body 
and the much overfurred chin of the earth- 
man. Guides led the expedition to a large 
public hall where, after a speech of welcome 
by the headman of the village, they were 
fed and quartered for the night. 

Between the meal and bedtime the visit- 
ing soldiers strolled out to see the sights by 
the pale pink light of the unseen setting 
sun. Cabot and Crota together walked to 
the west wall to observe the sunset. 

As the two of them leaned on the parapet, 
a rattling noise on the rocky walk beside 
them disturbed their reverie. Looking down, 
they saw three furry childen rolling some 
small objects along the ground. With a 
slight exclamation of surprise and pleasure, 
the Vairking soldiei' swooped down upon 
the youngsters, scooped up one of the toys, 
and handed it to the earth-man. 

“Tum-tum,” Crota laconically announced, 
and sure enough it was one of the small 
game-cubes, which he had described to 
his companion. 

But before the 'latter had had the slightest 
opportunity to examine it, the bespoiled 
infant let out a howl of childish rage, and 
commenced to assail Mvles with fists and 
teeth and feet. 

“Stop thafl" Crota shouted, grabbing him 
by one arm and pulling him awav. "We 
don’t want to keep your tum-tum; we 
merely want to look at it. This gentleman 
has never seen a tum-tum.” - 

"Gentleman?” the boy replied from a 
safe distance. “Common soldier! Bah!” 

But Myles Cabot was too engrossed to 
notice the insult. The small cube in his 


hand was undoubtedly a metallic crystal, 
but whether chaloopyrite or not he could 
not tell in the fading light. In fact, it might 
be the sunset which gave the stone its cop- 
pery tinge. 

'RAKING a small flint knife from a leather 
sheath that hung from his belt, Myles 
offered it to the child in exchange for the 
toy, in spite of Crota’s ga,sping protest at 
the extravagance. 

The boy eagerly accepted the offer, re- 
m.arking: “Thank you, sir. You should take 
off those clothes.” 

It was a very neat and .subtle compli- 
ment. Gentlemen Vairkings never wore 
clothes. Cabot was impressed. 

“Your name, my son?” he asked, patting 
the furry little creature on the head. 

“Tomo the Brief,” was the reply. 

“I shall remember it.” 

Then he hurried back to the public hall, 
eager to examine his purchase by the light 
of the oil flares. 

Sure enough, it turned out to be really 
pyrites, and by its deep color probably a 
pyrites rich in copper. To the Radio Man 
it meant the first tangible step toward the 
accomplishment of the greatest radio feat 
ever undertaken on two worlds; namely the 
construction of a complete sending and re- 
ceiving set out of nothing but basic mate- 
rials in their natural state without the aid 
of a single previously fabricated man-made 
tool, utensil, or chemical. To this day Myles 
wears this cube as a pendant charm in com- 
memoration of that momentous occasion. 

As he lay on the floor of the public build- 
ing that night, the earth-man reviewed the 
events of the day until he came to the 
episode of the purchase of the cubical py- 
rite crystal from little Tomo. 

“Your name, my son?” Cabot had asked 
him. 

“ ‘My son’,” thought Cabot. "I have a 
son of my own across the boiling seas on 
the continent of Cupia, and a wife, the 
most beautiful and sweetest lady in Poros. 
They are in dire danger, or were, many 
months ago when I received the SOS 
which led me to return through the skies 
to tliis planet. Oh, how I wish that I could 
learn what that danger was, and what has 
happened to them since then!” 

Thus he mused; and yet when he came 
to figure up the time since his capture he 
was able to account for less than three 
w'eeks of earth time. Perhaps there was still 
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a chance of rescue, if he would but hurry. 

The danger which liad inspired his Lilia’s 
call for help was undoubtedly due to the 
return of Prince Yuri across the boiling seas. 
For all that Myles knew, Princess Lilia and 
the loyal Cupians were still holding out 
against their renegade prince. 

The message which Cabot had ticked oul 
into the ether from the radio station of the 
ants had been sent only a few days aftei 
the S O S. If received by Lilia or any ol 
her friends, it had undoubtedly served to 
encourage them and to stiffen their re- 
sistance to the usurper; and if received b) 
Yuri, it had undoubtedly thrown into hin. 
the fear of the Great Builder. 

Musing and hoping thus, the earth-man 
fell into a troubled sleep, through which 
there swirled a tangled phantasmagoria o( 
ant-men, Cupians, whistling bees, and Vair- 
kings, with occasional glimpses of a little 
blue-eyed blond head, sometimes sur- 
mounted by golden curls and two dainty 
antennae, but sometimes completely covered 
with golden fur. 

Shortly after sunrise he awoke, and 
aroused Crota. No time must be lost! The 
Princess Lilia must be saved! 

But there was nothing they could do until 
their hosts brought the food for the morn- 
ing meal. From the bearers they now ascer 
tained that the tum-tum cubes were 
athered in a cleft in the rocks only a short 
istance from the village; and that, although 
the perfect cubes were rare and quite highly 
prized, the imperfect specimens were pres- 
ent in great quantities. In fact, hundreds of 
cartloads had been mined and picked over 
in search of perfect cubes, and tlius all this 


ore would be available in return for the 
mere trouble of shoveling it into carts. 

As soon as arrangements could be made 
with the headman of Sur, Cabot and his 
party, accompanied by guides, crept down 
the narrow zigzag path to the plain below 
the village, and proceeded up a ravine to 
the quarry, where they verified all that had 
been told them. 

It was a beautiful sight; a rocky wall out 
■f a cleft in which there seemed to pour a 
vaterfall of gold. 

But on close inspection, every cube was 
seen to be nicked or bent or out of propor- 
tion, or jammed part way through or into 
;ome other cube. 

The soldiers, both those from Vairkingi 
,ind those from Sur, scrambled up the 
golden cascade and started hacking the 
crystals out of the solid formation, in search 
for perfect cubes, \vhile their two leaders 
watched them with amusement from below. 

All at once there came a shriek, and one 
of the Vairkings toppled the whole length 
of the pile, almost at Cabot's feet, where he 
lay perfectly still, the wooden shaft of an 
arrow projecting from one eyeball. 

"Roies!" Crota shouted. 

Instantly every member of the party took 
cover with military precision behind some 
rock or tree. 

They had not long to wait, for a shower 
of missiles from up the valley soon apprised 
them of the location of the enemy. So the 
Vairkings thereafter remained alert. Those 
who had bows drew them and discharged a 
flint-tipped arrow at every stir of gras.s or 
bush in the locality whence the missiles of 
Ibe enemy had come. 
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"W (.' kiKPU not their number,” Crota 
wliispeietl to Cabot. “And since we have 
accomplislied our mission let us return to 
Sur as speedily as possible." 

“Agreed,” the earth-man replied. 

The withdrawal was accomplished as 
follows. Crota first dispatched runners to 
the village to inform the inhabitants of the 
situation. Then, leaving a small rear guard 
of archers and slingers to cover their re- 
treat, he formed the remainder of the ex- 
pedition in open order, and set out for Sui 
as rapidly as the cover would permit. 

The enemy kept pretty well hidden, but 
it was evident from the increase of arrows 
and pebbles that their numbers were stead 
ily augmenting. Noting this, Crota sent an 
other runner ahead with this infoimation 

J'f now became necessary to replenish and 
relieve the rear guard, of which several 
were dead, several more wounded and the 
rest tired and out of ammunition. This done. 
Crota ordered the main body of his force 
to lea\ e covci and take up the double cjuick 
The result was unexpected. A hundred 
ni more Roies charged yelling down the 
ra\ ine through the Vairking rear guard, and 
.straight at Cabot’s men, who at once ran 
to cover again and took deadly toll of the 
oncoming enemy. 

But the Roies so greatly outnumbered the 
Vairkings that the tide could not be stemmed, 
and soon the two groups were mingled to- 
gether in a seething mass. The first rush 
was met. spear on spear. Then the sharp 
wooden swords were drawn, and Cabot 
lound himself lunging and parrying against 
three naked funy warriors. 

The neck was the vulnerable spot of the 
N'airkings, and it was this point which the 
Roies strove to reach, as Cabot soon noted. 
That simplified matters, for guarding one’s 
neck against such crude swoi rlsinen as these 
furry aborigines was ea.sy for a skilled fencer 
such as he. Accordingly, one by one, he ran 
three antagonists through the body. 

Just as he u as withdrawing his blade (roin 
liis last victim, he noted that Crota was be- 
ing hard pressed by a burly Roy swordsman; 
so he liastened to his friend’s assistance. And 
he was just in time, for even as Cabot ap- 
proached. the naked Roy knocked the 
leather-clad Vairking’s weapon from his 
hand with a particularly dexterous side- 
swipe, and thus had Crota at his mercy. 
But before the naked one could follow 


up his advantage, the earth-man hurled his 
own sword like a spear, and down went the 
Roy, impaled through the back, carrying 
Crota with him as he fell. 

Cabot paused to draw breath, and was 
just viewing with satisfaction the lucky re- 
sults of his chance throw, when a peremp- 
tory command of “Yield!” behind him caused 
him to wheel about and confront a new 
enemy. The author of the shout was a mas- 
sive furry warrior with a placid, almost 
bovine, face, which nevertheless betokened 
considerable intellect. 

“And to whom would 1 yield, if 1 did 
yield?’ Myles asked, facing unarmed the 
poised sword of his new enemy. 

“Grod the Silent, King of the Roies," was 
the dignified reply. 

“I thought that Att the lerrible was king 
of your people,” the earth-man returned, 
sparring for time. 

“That is what Att tlunks too,' the othci 
ansvveied with a slight smile. 

But the smile vvas short-lived, for Myles 
Cabot, having momentarily distracted his 
opponent’s attention by this conversation, 
stepped suddenly under the guard of the 
furry Grod, and planted his fist square on 
Grod’s fat chin. Down crashed the king, his 
sword clattering from his nerveless hand. In 
an instant Myles snatched up the blade and 
bestrode his prostrate foe. 

Just as he was about to plunge its point 
into Grod’s vitals, there occurred to him 
the proverb of Poblath: “While enemies dis- 
pute, the realm is at peace.” 

With Grod the Silent and Att the Terrible 
both contending for the leadership of the 
Roies, Vairkingia might enjoy a respite from 
the depredations of this wild and lawless 
race. He would leave the fallen Roy foi 
dead, rather that put him actually in that 
condition. Accordingly, he sprang to the 
aid of his companions. 

Crota was already hack in the fray, his 
own .sword in his hands once more, and the 
sword of his late burly opponent slung at 
his side. Quite evidently he did not intend 
to be disarmed again. 

Three Vairking common soldiers and 
Crota and Myles now eonfronted seven 
Roies. This constituted a fairly even match, 
for the superior intelligence and the leather 
armor of the men of Vairkingi and Sur, ofi- 
set the greater numbers of their aboriginal 
antagonists. What the outcome would have 
been can never be knos^m, for at that mo- 
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ment, the reinforcements from the village 
came charging up the ravine; and at the 
same instant, the tops of the cliffs were lined 
with Roies, who sent a shower of arrows 
upon those below. 

Tile contending twelve immediately sep- 
arated. Cabot and his followers passed 
within the protection of his rescuers and the 
letnrn to Sur was renewed. The commandei 
of the rescue party threw out a strong real 
piard, and the V^airking archers on both 
flanks peppered the cliff tops with sling 
shots and arrows, but the marauding Rois 
harassed every step of the retreat. 

There was some respite when Cabot’s 
party reached the plain where stood the 
rocky peak with the village of Sur on its 
summit, for arrows could not carry from the 
cover of the surrounding woods to the foot 
of the rocks. But, as the tired party began 
the ascent of the narrow path on the face 
of the cliff, they noted that the Roies were 
forming solid banks of wooden shields and 
were advancing across the plain. 

Arrows now began to fly from below at 
the ascending Vairking party, several of 
whom toppled and fell down the face of 
(he cliff. And then the warrior just above 
Myles on the narrow path clutched his 
breast with a gasp and dropped square upon 
the earth-man, who braced himself and 
caught the body, thus preventing it from 
being dashed to pieces at the foot of the 
rocks. 

Whether or not the furry soldier was 
dead could not be ascertained until Myles 
should have reached the summit, so up he 
toiled with his burden until he gained the 
protection of the palisade, where he laid the 
Vairking gently on the ground and tore 
open his leather tunic to see if any life were 
present. 

The wounded man still breathed, though 
hoarsely, and his heart still beat; but there 
was a gaping hole in one side of his chest. 

No arrow protruding from this hole. 
Myles tenderly turned the man over to see 
if the wound extended clear through. It did 
-almost. And from the man’s side there pro- 
jected the tip of a bullet, the steel-sheathed 
tip of a leaden rifle bullet! 

CHAPTER X 

THE SIEGE OF SUB 

A/fYLES quickly extracted the bullet from 
the back of the wounded Vairking. 
Then tender furry female hands bore the 


victim away, as the earth-man stood in 
thoughtful contemplation of his find. 

There could be no doubt of it. This was a 
steel-jacketed bullet, identical with those 
used in the rifles of the ant-men. How came 
such a weapon in the hands of the savage 
ind untrained Roies? 

It was inconceivable that these uncultured 
brutes had overwhelmed New Formia and 
captured the weapons of the ant-men. No, 
the only possible explanation was that the 
Formians had formed an alliance with the 
Roies, and were either fighting beside them 
or at least had furnished them with a few 
firearms, the use of which they had taught 
them. 

But this last idea was improbable, due 
lo the well-known shortage of rifles and am- 
munition at Yuriana, capital of the new ant 
empire. No, if the ant-men wore in alliance 
with these furry savages, there must be ant- 
men present with the besiegers, and the 
shot in question must have ^leen fired by 
the claw of a Formian. 

This opened up new terrors for the village 
of Sur and its inhabitants. Myles glanced 
apprehensively at the southern sky, half ex- 
pecting to see and hear the approach of a 
Formian plane, but the radiant silver ex- 
panse was unmarred by any black speck. 
Sur was safe for the moment. 

His rnusings thus completed, Myles hur- 
ried to the public hall to communicate his 
discovery to Crota and the village authori- 
ties. He found the headman already there 
in conference with Crota. 

Said Myles, exhibiting the bullet: “Here 
is one of the magic .stones thrown by one of 
my own magic sling-shots, which is capable 
of shooting from the ground to the top of 
your cliffs and even penetrating your pal- 
isade. It is big magic! With its aid, the 
Roies can overcome us. Without it, I am 
powerless. Therefore, we must secure pos- 
session of it. What do you sugge.st?” 

Crota replied: “It is now sunset. Let us 
select a squad of picked scouts and try to 
stalk the camp of the enemy.” 

“No, no!” the headman of Sur exclaimed 
in horror. “Never have our men dared to 
attack the Roies by dark.” 

“Do the Roies know this?” Myles asked 
with interest. 

“Most certainly,” was the reply. 

“Then,” he said, “all the more reason for 
attempting it. They will be unprepared.” 

The magistrate shrugged his furry shoul- 
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ders with: “If you can persuade any men of 
Sur to attempt anything so foolhardy, I shall 
interpose no objection.” 

Within a twelfth of a day, Crota had en- 
rolled twenty scouts, and with Myles Cabot, 
they had all begun the stealthy descent of 
the narrow winding path down the face of 
the cliff. Before starting, they had observed 
the direction of the Roy camp-fires on. one 
of the surrounding hills; so now they crept 
quietly toward that hill, and then slowlv up 
to its crest. 

In spite of the dense blackness ol the 
Porovian night, they were able to find their 
way, first by starting in the correct direction 
and then by keeping the lights of their own 
village always behind them 

As Cabot had expected from the remarks 
of the headman, there were no sentinels 
on post, for the enemy were quite evidently 
relying on the well-known V'airking fear ol 
the unknow'n terrors of the dark. Indeed, it 
spoke volumes for the individual courage 
of the twent)-one members of this venture, 
and for their confidence in their earth-man 
leader, that they had dared to come. 

Finally, the party emerged from tire 
underbrush at the top of the hill, a lew 
score of feet from the tents and camp-fires 
of the Roies. There, motioning the others to 
remain w'here they were until he ga\ e a sig- 
nal, Myles crawled forward, rrlwavs keepirrg 
in the shadow of some terrt, until he was 
able to peek through a small bush beside 
one of the tents, dir ectly at the groirp ar ortnd 
one of the camp-fires. 

Just as Cabot arrived at this observatiorr 
post, a Roy warrior was declaimirrg: “1 told 
you it worrld work, for had I not seen it 
demonstrated frrlly to me? Yorr yourselves 
saw it kill. Now will you not believe me?” 

Another spoke: “I cannot urrderstand its 
principle. How can a w'eapon kill afar, and 
yet not resemble either a sling or a bow'? ’ 

And another: “Show' us how it w'orks, 
friend. Then perhaps we rnav be persuaded.” 

And a third: “I do not believe that he 
has it.” 

Whereat, the original speaker, nettled, 
spoke again: “It is in my tent there, you 
doubters,” indicating the one beside w'hich 
Cabot crouched. 

Quick as a flash, Cabot wriggled beneath 
the back of the tent into its interior. The 
camp-fire light, penetrating through the slit 
opening in front, revealed nothing but 
rumpled blankets on the floor, and ordinary 


weapons slung to the tent pole; so the 
intruder commenced rummaging among 
the bedding. The conversation outside 
continued. 

“Prove, or be silent!” said a voice. 

“You saw the Vairking fall, did you not?" 
the original speaker replied 

“True, but I did not see you sling any 
pebble.” 

\/fEAi\ WHILE, Cabot continued his 
frantic search. At last, it was rew'arded. 
In one corner ol the tent, his groping fingers 
cfosed upon a Formian rifle and a bandolier 
of cartridges. A thrill ran through him at the 
touch, 

“To prove it to you,' the voice outside 
was saying, angrily, “I will get it for you; 
and if you do not believe me, I shall sling- 
shot you with it. That ought to be proof 
enough even for a stupid one like you. 1 
have said it!” 

“The signal for my exit,” Myles said to 
himself, as he hastened to crawl out through 
the back of the tent, but then he reflected; 
“No, I want more than this gun and ammu- 
nition; I want information.” 

So he remained. 

As the Roy entered the tent and felt foi 
the rifle, the crouching earth-man flung him- 
self upon him; and before the startled furry 
one could utter even a gasp, strong fingers 
closed upon his windpipe, throttling off all 
sound. 'The struggle was over in a few’ 
moments. 

When Myles Cabot finally crept out ol 
the enemy tent, it w'as with a limp form 
under one arm, and a bandolici and a rifle 
slung across his shoulders. 

The conversation at the camp fire 
continued. 

One of the warriors w'as saying; “Oui 
friend takes long to find his wonderful sling- 
shot. Methinks he was lying and does not 
dare to face us.” 

Said another voice; “Let us pull him from 
his tent and confront him with his perfidy.” 

At this. Myles sprang to his feet and ran 
to the cover which concealed his followers. 

“Rush in among them as we planned,” 
he urged, “while you two come with me.” 

Then on he sped down the hillside 
towards the lights of Sur with hi.s captive 
and trophies and two previously-picked 
members of the band, while Crota and the 
remaining eighteen charged yelling into the 
midst of the Rov camp, upsetting tents, 
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scattering camp fires, and laying about 
them with their swords. Straight through 
the camp tliey charged, shouting: “Make 
way for Att tlie Terrible!” Then they circled 
the hill under cover of the darkness and 
rejoined Myles. 

The startled Roies were taken completely 
by surprise. From the cries of Crota and his 
followers, they assumed that the intruders 
were Roies, partisans of Att the Terrible, 
attacking tfiem for being partisans of Grod 
the Silent. As they came rushing out of their 
standing tents, or crawled from beneath such 
tents as had been wrecked, they met others 
of their own camp, similarly rushing or 
crawling, and mistaking them for enemies, 
started to fight. 

The confusion was complete, and never 
(or a moment did the naked furry savages 
suspect that the whole trouble had been 
caused by a mere handful of Vairkings. 

Truly, as Poblath the Philosopher has 
said, “While enemies dispute, the realm is 
at peace.” 

While the Roy followers of Grod the 
Silent fought among themselves until they 
gradually discovered that there was no one 
there except themselves, Myles Cabot and 
his Vairkings safely regained the Village of 
Sur with the rifle, the ammunition, and the 
still unconscious Roy warrior. 

In the public hall, under the tender minis- 
trations of Vairking maidens— who would 
far rather have plunged a flint knife into 
him— the captive finally regained his senses 
and looked around him in bewilderment. 

“Where am I?” he asked, rubbing his 
eyes. 

“In Sur,” some one replied. 

“Then are we victorious? For nes er be- 
fore has a Roy set foot in Sur.” 

“No, your forces are not victorious,” Crota 
answered. “You are a prisoner. And it is 
only by the grace of Cabot the Minorian 
that you are permitted to come here even 
as a prisoner. For the men of Sur take no 
prisoners, and give no quarter.” 

“Who is this Cabot, who holds such 
powers of life and death?” 

In reply, Myles himself stepped forward. 

“I myself, am Cabot the Minorian,” he 
•aid. 

To which Crota added impressively: “The 
greatest magician of two worlds!” 

The prisoner shook his head. 

“I know of only one world,” he asserted, 
"and this man before me is dressed as a 


mere common soldier, as are all of you.” 

“Know then, O scum of Poros,” the earth- 
man admonished, “that there are other 
worlds beyond the silver skies, and that in 
the world from which I come, all soldiera 
are gentlemen.” 

But the Roy warrior was not to be sub- 
dued by language. 

“How did I come here?” he asked. 

“You did not come here,” Myles answered. 

You were brought. I brought you.” 

“But how?” 

‘By magic.” 

"What magic?’ 

“My magic cart which swims thiough the 
air as a reptile swims through the waters of 
a lake.” 

“True,” the Roy mused, “there be such 
aerial wagons, for I have seen them near 
the city of the beasts of the south.” 

“Mark well!” Myles interjected to the as- 
sembled Vairkings, then to the prisoner 
again: “I captured you because you pos- 
sessed the magic sling-shot, and presumed 
to use it on one of my own men. This 
effrontery could not be permitted to go un- 
punished; hence your capture. The offending 
weapon is now mine, and you are my 
prisoner.” 

‘^l^HAT do you propose to do with me?” 

’’ the captive asked. 

‘I propose to ask you some questions,” 
.Vlyles evaded. “First, where did you get the 
magic sling-shot?” 

“The great magician knows everything,” 
the Roy replied, with a sneer. “Why, then, 
should I presume to tell him anything?” 

But the earth-man remained unruffled. 
“You are correct,” he countered. “I ask, not 
because 1 do not already know, but because 
1 wish to test whether it is possible for one 
of your degraded race to tell the truth.” 

“Why test that?” came back the brazen 
Roy, “for doubtless you, who know every- 
thing, know that, too.” 

Myles could not help admiring the insult- 
ing calm with which this furry man of in- 
ferior race confronted his relentless captors. 

“Who are you, rash one?” he asked. 

The prisoner drew himself up proudly, 
with folded arms, and answered: “I am Otto 
the Bold, son of Grod the Silent.” 

“Ah,” Myles said, “the son of a king. And 
1 am the father of a king. Well, then, as 
one man to another, tell me where you got 
this gun,” 
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“Gun?” Otto queried, “Is that the name 
of this weapon of bad omen? Know then 
that I got it from you yourself when I 
wounded you beneatn the tree beside the 
brook at the foot of the mountains, before 
the Vairkii^s of Jud the Excuse-Maker 
drove me off. I have spoken!” 

"And spoken truly,” Cabot ry)lled, con- 
cealing his surprise with difficulty. Of 
course. Why had he not guessed it before? 
But there were still some more points to 
clear up, so he continued; “Why did you 
shoot those two arrows at me in the house 
at the top of the mountains?” 

“Because we wished to explore the house. 
But you killed my companion, whereupon I 
resolved to kill you in revenge, and to cap- 
ture the noisy ‘gun’— and is that the right 
word? So I trailed you. The rest you know.” 

“Remember, I know everything,” Myles 
said, grinning. “But did you ever see any 
one but me shoot the gun?” 

“You know I never did,” was the reply. 
“No one on Poros, save Cabot the Magician 
and Otto the Bold, has ever done this big 
magic. I saw the results, but not the means, 
when you killed my companion; so I ex- 
perimented for myself after. I had stolen 
your gun, and soon I learned how, after 
which I carefully conserved the magic stones 
until last night when I shot one of the Vair- 
klngs of Sur, so as to give visible proof of 
my magic powers to my doubting 
comrades.” 

The earth-man heaved a sigli of relief. 
There existed as yet no alliance between the 
Formians and the Roies. Pray Heaven that 
such a calamity would never suggest itself 
to the minds of either race; for if so, then 
woe to Vairkingia! 

“Son of a king,” he said, “return to your 
people and your father. Give him my greet- 
ings, and tell them that you are the friend 
of a great magician, who lent you his ‘gun’, 
who transported you through the air within 
the walls of Sur, where no Roy has ever 
stood or will ever stand, and who last night 
caused phantom warriors to attack your 
camp under the guise of followers of Att 
the Terrible. Go now. My men will give you 
safe conduct to the plain below.” 

“And what is the price of this freedom?” 
Otto disdainfully inquired. 

“The friendship of a king’s father for a 
king’s son,” Myles Cabot replied with 
dignity. 

The tu'o drew themselves up proudly and 


regarded each other eye-to-eye for a 
moment. 

“It is well, ” Otto the Bold declared. 
"Good-by.” And he departed under the 
escort of a Vairkiug guard. 

“The master knows best,” Crota re- 
marked, sadly shaking his head, “but 1 
should have run the wretch through the 
body.” 

'T^HE next morning Cabot thanked the 
■*" headman of Sur for his hospitality, and 
took up the return trail for Vairkingi, the 
vacancies in his ranks being filled by the 
loan of soldiers from Sur. The party had 
gone but a short distance when they found 
the way barred by a formidable body of 
Roies. But before these came within bow- 
shot a bullet from Cabot’s rifle brought two 
of them to the ground, whereupon the rest 
turned and fled precipitately. 

Later in <ithe day a bend in the road 
brought them suddenly upon a furry war- 
rior. Myles fired, and the man Instantly fell 
to the ground. But when they reached the 
body theie was not even a scratch to be 
found on it; the bullet had missed. 

“Dead of fright,” Myles thought; but no, 
for the heart was still beating, although 
faintly, and the lungs were still functioning. 

“Sit up there!” Myles ordered. 

“Can’t,” the Roy replied. “I’m dead.” 

“Then I’ll make you alive ' again,” his 
captive declared, placing his hands on the 
head of the Roy. “Ahra cadahra camnnya.” 

Thereat the soldier sat up with a sigh of 
relief, and opened his eyes. 

“Stand up!” Myles ordered. 

For reply the Roy jumped to his feet and 
started running for cover. 

“Halt!” the earth-man commanded. “Halt, 
or I’ll kill you again!” 

The man stojiped. 

“Return!” 

The man returned, like a sleep walker. 

“What do you mean by running away? 
Now listen intentiv. Are you one of the men 
of Grod? ” 

“Yes.” 

“Then so to Otto, the son of Grod, and 
tell him that it is the order of Cabot the 
Magician that Vairking expeditions into 
these mountains, in search of golden cubes 
and other minerals, be unmolested. Tel! 
Otto that he can recognize my expedition 
by the blue flags which they will carry here- 
after. Now go. I have spoken.” 
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The Roy warrior ran up the trail, and 
this time was not halted. 

“Another mistake,” Crota remarked, half 
to himself. 

The rest of the return to Vairkingi was 
without event. On the way the radio man 
made notes of the best deposits of quartz, 
limestone, and fluorspar. Also he carried 
with him a few large sheets of mica. But 
he found no traces of galena, zinc ore, or 
platinum. These would require at least one 
further expedition. 

Crota spared no extravagant language in 
relating to Jud the exploits of Cabot the 
Minorian in raising the siege of the village 
of Sur; and Jud repeated the story with 
embellishments to Theoph the Grim. Also 
the long deferred sleight-of-hand perform- 
ance was held at the palace, to the great 
mystification of the white-furred king. 

Arkilu did not show up to mar the occa- 
sion. In fact, little Quivven reported that 
her sister was very indignant at the earth- 
man for trifling with her affections, and had 
turned to Jud in her pique. Needless to say, 
Jud had taken every possible advantage of 
Cabot’s absence to reinstate himself with 
the chestnut-furred princess. But neither 
Myles nor Quivven appeared to exhibit any 
very great sorrow at this turn of affairs. 

So long as Arkilu ’s hostility did not be- 
come active, the support of Jud and Theoph 
ought to prove quite sufficient. 

The standing of Cabot the Minorian as a 
magician was now well established, and 
accordingly Jud the Excuse-Maker and even 
Theoph the Grim were willing to accord 
him all possible assistance in the gathering 
of the materials with which he was to, per- 
form his further magic, namely radio. 

Theoph made a levy upon all the nobles, 
and turned over to the earth-man upward 
of five hundred soldiers with their proper 
carts and equipment. Jud (himself), Quiv- 
ven (still unknown to her father), and Crota 
(the soldier who bad demonstrated on the 
expedition an intelligence far above his so- 
cial class), were enrolled as laboratory as- 
sistants. Several inclosures adjoining Cabot’s 
yard were vacated and converted into fac- 
tories, in one of which were mounted a 
air of huge millstones such as the Vair- 
ings use in grinding certain of their food. 

Myles divided his men roughly into three 
groups. One group, under Crota, he estab- 
fished at the clay deposits to the northeast 
of the city, to make bricks and charcoal. 


The second group, under Jud, were en- 
gaged in the mining operations, digging 
copper ore, quartz rock, fluorspar, limestone, 
and sand, at various points in the mountains, 
and carting some or the limestone to the 
brickyard, and the rest with the other prod- 
ucts to Vairkingi. The carters carried back 
with them to the mountains all the necessary 
supplies for the expeditions. 

The third group, under Quivven, were 
“ugaged in setting up the grist mill, and in 
ither building and preparatory operations. 

At the claypits the first operation was to 
•crape off the surface clay and spread it out 
'bin in the open air, so it would age fast. 

The limestone, upon its arrival at the 
l)rickyard, was burned in raw brick ovens, 
and then carted to Vairkingi, to be ground 
at the mill. It was then shipped back to the 
brick plant, where it was mixed with the 
aged clay— first screened— molded'into bricks, 
baked, burned, and carted to Vairkingi, to 
be ground into cement. 

Some of the ground limestone was re- 
tained at X'airkingi for use in later glass- 
making, and some of the unground for 
smelting purposes. ^ 

Other aged clay was screened, moistened, 
molded, and baked to form ordinary brick. 
Fire-brick was similarly made by the addi- 
tion of white sand finely ground at Vairkingi, 
but this kind of brick had to be baked much 
more slowly. 

Thus only a week or two alter this whole 
huge industrial undertaking had begun, the 
radio man was in possession of fire-brick 
and fire-clav with which to start the build- 
ing of the smelting furnaces. 

Meanwhile Vlyles Cabot, with a small 
bodyguard, kept traveling from one job to 
another, giving general superintendence to 
the work. And when everything was well 
under way he set out on another exploring 
expedition in .search of galena, zinc ore, and 
platinum. 

Quivven had furnished the inspiration for 
this trip by suggesting that the sparkling 
sands of a large river, which ran from west 
to east, about a day’s journey north of Vair- 
kingi, might contain the silver grains which 
he sought. So thither he set out one morning, 
with camping equipment and a detachment 
of soldiers. 

All day they marched northward across 
the level plains. Toward evening they 
reached a small estuary of the main stream, 
and there they camped. 
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As the silver sky pinkened in the west 
Myles Cabot ran quickly down this brook 
to inspect the sands of the river, which lay 
but a short distance away. 

The pink turned to crimson, and then 
purple. The darkness crept up out of the 
east, and plunged the whole face of the 
planet into velvet and impenetrable black. 
But Myles Cabot did not return to the camp- 
ing place. 

CHAPTER XI 

ATT THE TEnniBLE 

Myles Cabot left his encampment 
’ beside the little brook, he hastened down 
stream to where the brook joined the big 
liver, along the edge of which there 
stretched a sandy beach. Falling on his 
knees, he picked up handful after handful of 
the silver sands. 








m 














i 


The arched and vaulted interior was crowded with the strangest assortment of animals 
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ting sun. there was still plenty ot daylight 
left for him to examine, the multitude of 
shiny metallic particles. 

There could be no doubt ot it, tliese sands 
held some metal which could be separated 
out in much the sanu- manner as that in 
which the California gold miners o( 1849 
used to wash for gold, but only time would 
tell whether or not (his metal was the much- 
to-be-desired platinum which the radio man 
needed for the grids, filaments, plates, and 
wires ot his vacuum tubes. 

On the morrow he would wash tor this 
metal, using the wooden pans which he had 
brought tor that purpose. The precious dust 
he would carrv back to Vairkingi. melt it 
into small lumps ii possible, and then try 
to analyze its composition in his laboratory. 

As he sat on the sandy beach and thus 
laid his plans, bis thoughts gradually wan- 
dered away from scientific lines, and he 
began again to worry about Lilia 


It was many days since she trad sent the 
SOS which had recalled him from earth to 
Poros. Whatever she had feared must have 
happened by now'. It was possible that he 
would never' be able to effect a return to 
Cupia. Why not then accept the inevitable, 
settle down permanently amonc the Vair 
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He boldly confronted the winged king 
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kings, and solace himself as best he could? 

Even an ordinarily stalwart soul would 
have done his best and have been satisfied 
with that. But Myles Standish Cabot pos- 
sessed that indomitable will which had 
given rise to the Porovian proverb: “You 
cannot kill a Minorian.” 

To such a man, defeat was impossible 
Ele would rescue the Princess Lilia in the 
end; that was all there was to it. 

So he laid his plans with precision, as ht 
sat on the sandy shore of the Porovn'an rivet 
in the crimsoning tw’ilight. 

Before the velvet darkness completel) 
enveloped the planet, the earth-man arose 
from the sands, and began his return up the 
valley of the little estuary. But, as he was 
hurrying along, and was passing through a 
small grove or trees, a dark form noiselessh 
dropped on him from above 

The creature lit squarely upon his back, 
wrapping its furry legs around his abdomen 
and its furry arms around his neck. Although 
taken completely by surprise, Cabot 
wrenched the creature’s feet apart and then 
threw it over his head as a bucking broncho 
would throw a rider, a jiu-jitsu trick which 
he had learned from one of the jap gvmnasts 
at college. 

The Boy, for that is what Cabot s assail- 
ant proved to be, scrambled quickly to his 
feet, although a bit stunned, and crouched, 
ready to spring at him again. The earth-man 
planted his feet firmly apart, clenched his 
fists, and awaited the onslaught; then, when 
the creature charged, he met him on the 
point of the jaw with a well-aimed blow. 
Down crashed the furry one! 

Cabot was rubbing his bruised knuckles 
and viewing his fallen antagonist with some 
satisfaction, when suddenly he was seized 
around the knees from behind, and was 
hurled prone by one of the neatest football 
tackles he had ever experienced. 

Squirming quickly to a sitting position, 
he dealt the Roy who held his legs a sting- 
ing hlow beside the ear. The grip on his 
knees loosened, and he was just about to 
scramble erect, when a third assailant 
caught him around the throat and pulled 
him over backward. Then scores of these 
furry savages swarmed upon him from every 
side. Yet still he fought, until his elbows 
were pinioned behind his back, his eyes 
were blindfolded, and a gag was placed 
between his teeth. 


Thereupon, he ceased struggling, not be- 
cause there was no fight left in him, but 
rather because he wisely decided to save 
his strength for some time when he might 
really need it. So he offered no further 
resistance when he was picked up and 
thrown across a pair of brawny shoulders, 
and carried off, he knew not whither. 

Finally, after what seemed many hours, 
he was unceremoniously dumped onto the 
"round, and then jerked roughly to his feet. 

His bandage was snatched off, and he 
found himself standing in the center of a 
circle of flares, confronting a large, squat, 
and particularly repulsive gray-furred Roy, 
who sat with some pretense of dignity upon 
a round bowlder in front of him. Beside him 
stood another Roy, evidently the one who 
had brought him thither. 

This one now spoke. “See the pretty Vair- 
king which I have brought you." 

“If that’s a Vairking,’ the fat one re- 
marked, “then I’m my own father." 

“If he isn’t a Vairking,’’ the other coun- 
tered, “then why does he wear Vairking 
leather armor? Answer me that.” 

“V'airking or not,’’ the fat one declared, 
“he will do very nicely to string up by the 
heels and shoot arrows at. For quite evi- 
dently, he is no Roy. What say you to that, 
my fine target?” 

The guard removed the gag. 

“I say,” Myles evenly replied, “that you 
had better not take any such liberties with 
me.” 

“And why not, furless?” the seated Roy 
sneered. 

“First, let me ask you a question,” Myles 
said. “Who is King of the Roies, Grod the 
Silent or Att the Terrible?” 

“Grod the Silent, most assuredly. Why 
do you ask?” 

“And do you know Prince Otto, his son?” 

“Otto the Bold? Most assuredly.” 

“Know then,” the captive asserted, “that I 
am no Vairking, but rather a Minorian, 
which is a sort of creature I’ll venture you 
have never met before. Furthermore, I am a 
particular personal friend of Otto the Bold. 
He will not thank you to string up Cabot the 
Minorian by the heels, and shoot arrows 
into him. I demand that I be taken before 
Prince Otto.” 

Thereat the fat Roy smiled a crafty smile. 
“I shall take you before Att the Terrible," 
he said. 
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TT thus became evident that this fat chief- 
tain had falsely asserted his belief in the 
kingship of Grod for the purpose of securing 
from Myles an admission as to which side 
the earth-man favored. 

The rest of the night Myles spent on a 
pile of smelly bedding in a tent. He was still 
bound, and was kept under constant sur- 
veillance by a frequently changing guard 
By morning, his arms below the elbows had 
become completely numb, in spite of hi‘ 
having loosened his bonds somewhat b\ 
straining against them. 

When the velvet night had given plact 
to silver day, the guard brought some coarse 
porridge in a rough stone bowl, which he 
held to the prisoner’s lips until it was all 
consumed. Myles thanked him politely, and 
then asked if he would mind chafing thi 
numbed arms. 

For reply, the soldier kicked him savagely 

“Get up!” he ordered. “The time is here 
to start the march. You’ll wish the rest of 
you were numb, too, when Att the Terrible 
starts shooting arrows into your inverted 
carcass.” 

Presently, Myles was driven into the 
open, the tents were struck and loaded onto 
carts— probably stolen from the Vairkings- 
and the furry warriors took up the march, 
with their prisoner in their midst. The fat 
chief alone rode in a cart; all the others 
walked. 

By straining at the thongs which bound 
his arms, MyTes further loosened them .suf- 
ficientlv to relieve the pressure on his blood 
vessels, and then by wiggling his fingers, he 
managed finally to restore the circulation. 

After that he began to take some interest 
in his surroundings. 

His captors were a coarse-looking lot of 
brutes, with long gangling arms, thickset 
necks, low foreheads, and prognathous jaws. 
In general, they more closely resembled the 
anthropoid apes of the earth than they re- 
semhled the really human, although furred 
Vairkings. 

Their weapons— wooden spears and 
swords, and flint knives— were like those of 
the N'airkings, only cruder. They marched 
without any particular order or disclipline, 
and jested coarsely with each other as the) 
ambled along. 


AFTER taking in all this, Myles next 
turned his attention to the countr)’ 
through which they were passing. The trail 


led upward into mountains. This at once 
aroused his interest. Here and there he noted 
what he felt sure must be zinc-blende. Yes, 
and cropping out of the rocks on the left 
was an unmistakable rosette of galena 
crystal! 

The radio man was sincerely glad that 
le had been captured. And so he even Joked 
jovially with the soldiers around him, until 
hey became quite friendly. 

At one point, their route lay across a 
learning mountain stream, by means of a 
log bridge. As they were crossing over, one 
of the furry soldiers had the misfortune to 
stumble, and in another instant completely 
lost his footing and plunged headlong into 
the stream below. He happened to be one 
who had recently become particularly 
■hummy with the captive. 

“Poor fellow,” one of the guard ..casually 
<'marked. “It’s too bad he can’t swim.” 

“I can,” Myles shouted. “Quick, some one 
cut my cords!” 

And, before any one could interfere, a 
young and impetuous Roy had drawn his 
knife and severed the earth-man’s bonds, 
thus permitting him to dive after the poor 
creature who was rapidly being washed 
down stream by the swift current. 

It had all happened in an instant. A few 
swift strokes brought Myles up to the other. 
But it became no easy matter to reach the 
shore. However, the troop of Roies showed 
much more interest in regaining their cap- 
tive, than they had shown in rescuing their 
comrade; and thus, by the aid or their 
spears, finally dragged the two ashore. 

Then Cabot was bound again, and the 
march resumed. The carts had detoured, 
and so the fat chief had not seen the episode. 

“Better not tell him, any one,” one of the 
guard admonished, “or it will go hard with 
the youngster. Our leader would not relish 
any chance of not being able to present this 
furless Vairking to Att the Terrible.” 

“And will Att shoot arrows into me?” 
Myles asked. 

“Most assuredly.” 

Myles thought to himself: “I guess they 
are right, especially if Att knows now I was 
befriended by Arkilu, whom he covets!” 
Then he asked: “And when am I to see the 
Terrible One?” 

“To-morrow morning,” was the reply. 

However, Myles Cabot fell asleep at the 
encampment that night wondering when he 
would get that radio set finished for a talk 
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with Lilia and wondering whether that 
really was galena crystal which he had 
passed on the road. 

But galena crystal wasn’t going to help 
him any with Att the Terrible. 

CHAPTER XII 

COMPANIONS IN MISERY 

TN the morning Myles Cabot was to be 

brought before Att the Terrible, king of 
the Roies— for execution in the diabolical 
manner common to these furry aborigines, 
namely by being strung up by the heels and 
then used as a target for the archery of the 
king. 

In spite of this, he slept soundly and 
dreamed of radio sets and blast furnaces 
and galena mines, until he was awakened 
by a soft furry paw shaking his shoulder. 

A voice spoke close to his ear: “A life 
for a life.” 

“So you have that proverb on this con- 
tinent as well as in Cupia?” was his reply. 
"Who are you, and what do you want?’ 

"I am the soldier whom you saved from 
the raging mountain torrent, and what I 
want is to repay that favor. Is it really true 
that vou are a friend of Otto the Bold?” 

“Yes.” 

““Then come. The forces of Grod the Si- 
lent, Prince Otto’s father, are encamped but 
a short distance from here. I am on guard 
over you for the moment. Come, while there 
is vet time.” 

Cabot arose in haste. The other promptly 
severed the cords which bound his elbows. 
Oh, how good it felt to have his arms free 
once more! He held them aloft, and flexed 
and reflexed the lame and bloodless muscles. 
E.xcruciating pain shot through the nerves 
of his forearm, but it was pleasant pain, 
easy to bear, for it portended peace and rest 
to his tired members. 

He w'iggled all his fingers rapidly, and the 
pain gave way to a prickly tingling, which 
in turn gradually faded off as the blood 
coursed freely through his veins and arteries 
once more. He drew a deep sigh of relief. 

““Come!” the guard commanded. 

Together the two left the tent, and 
threaded their way among the other tents 
out of the camp, and down a rocky hillside 
path, the Roy in advance, with Myles fol- 
lowing, holding the other’s hand for 
guidance. 


Myles lost all sense of direction in the jet 
black starless night, but the other, born and 
reared on Poros, and hence used to the daily 
recurrences of twelve hours of absolute 
darkness, walked sure-footedly ahead, and 
seemed to. know where he was going. 

Finally, after about two hours of this 
groping treadmill progress lights appeared 
ahead, and presently there came the sen- 
try’s challenge: "Halt! Who is there?” 

“Two messengers with word for Grod 
the Silent,” Cabot’s conductor replied. 

In an aside, Cabot interestedly inquired: 
“‘How does it happen that this camp is 
guarded, whereas the camp which besieged 
the village of Sur was not?” 

“There is no need to post sentinels when 
fighting against the Vairkings, for Vairkings 
never go out in the dark, but we Roies are 
different.” 

“Why, then, did we meet no sentinels 
when leaving your camp?” 

“Because we were going out. We passed 
one but he did not challenge us. Coming 
back would be different.” 

At this point the hostile guard interposed: 
“Stop that whispering among yourselves. 
Ho there, a light!” 

Whereat a small detachment arrived on 
the double quick, with torches. The leader 
shaded his eyes with one palm, and in- 
spected Myles and his companion carefully. 

“This is a Vairking,” he said in surprise, 
noting the leathei- trappings of the earth- 
man. "You are .spies. Seize theml” 

In an instant they were seized and bound, 
and thrown into separate tents under guard. 

When morning came, Myles was fed and 
then led before Grod the Silent. The earth- 
man smiled ingratiatingly as he entered, but 
there was no sign of recognition on the stem 
face of tlie King of the Roies. 

“Vi''ho are you?” the latter asked, “and 
what are you doing here?” 

“I am Cabot the Minorian,” was the re- 
ply, "a recently escaped prisoner of Att the 
Terrible.” 

“Do not mention that accursed name in 
my presence!” thundered the king; then: “I 
do not seem to recall your name, but your 
face looks familiar. Where have I seen you 
before?” 

“In the ravine near Sur.” 

Grod’s bow clouded. 

“I remember. You felled me with your 
fist,” said he, darkly; then brightening a bit: 
“But you spared me. Why?” 
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"Because your death would please the 
Roy whose name you do not permit me to 
mention.” 

"You improve,” Grod declared, smiling. 
"Know, then, that we Roies hold to the 
maxim, ‘A life for a life.’ Accordingly, I 
shall .set you free, and shall content rnysell 
with shooting arrows into merely the soldiei 
who brought you here.” 

“You give me a life tor a lile uncoiuli 
fionally?” asked Myles. 

“Yes.” 

“Then give me the life of the poor soldiei 
who saved me from the unmentionable one 
Shoot your arrows into my body instead.' 

“Very magnanimous of you,” Grod said 
“And really, it makes but little difference to 
me just whom I practice archery upon. Ho, 
guard! Bring the other prisoner in.” 

One of the soldiery accordingly withdrew, 
and presently returned with— Qui wen! 
Quivven, of all persons! 

Cabot gasped, and so did the golden- 
furred Vairking maiden; then both uttered 
simultaneously the single word, "You!” 

The savage chief smiled. Said he, “A 
slight mistake, guard; I meant yon to bring 


the Roy soldier who was captured with this 
furless one early this morning. But evidently 
it has turned out to be a fortunate mistake, 
for it had brought to my attention the fact 
that this common Vairking man and this 
noble Vairking lady are acquainted.” 

II7HILE the Roy was speaking an idea 
occurred to Cabot: He was entitled by 
the code of honor of this savage race to 
save a life. Chivalry demanded that he 
save the life of this maiden rather than that 
of himself, or even the soldier who had 
rescued him from Att the Terrible. Yet what 
v'ould Lilia think? 

Did he not owe it to Lilia to save his 
own life in order that he might some day' 
return across the boiling seas to save her 
From the unknown peril which menaced her? 
For him to sacrifice himself and her, or 
even merely himself, for the sake of some 
strange woman, would fill Lilia with con- 
suming jealousy. 

LucLily Lilia was not here to see him 
make his choice. He was an officer and a 
gentleman, to whom but one course lay 
open. And if he decided in the way that 
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would displease Lilia, then that very de- 
cision would forever prevent Lilia from 
knowing. 

So, his mind made up, he spoke: "O king, 
you still owe me a life. Inasmuch as your 
guard has made the mistake of substituting 
this young lady for the Roy warrior, whose 
life I had elected to save, I now accept 
the substitution, and elect that you shall 
spare her life in place of mine.” 

Quivven the Golden Flame stared at him 
with tears of gratitude and appreciation in 
her azure eyes. Grod the Silent smiled 
knowingly in a manner which infuriated 
Myles, but fortunately Quivven did not 
notice this, so Myles let it pass. 

Then the Roy king spoke: “We shall see 
about that later. Meanwhile, guard, bring 
in the right prisoner.” 

The guard sheepishly withdrevr’. and 
soon returned with the soldier who had 
befriended Myles. 

“Why did you rescue this fiuless Vairking, 
who was a prisoner of vour forces?” Grod 
asked the newcomer. 

“because he rescued me from a mountain 
torrent, O king,” was the reply, “A life 
tor a life.” 

“Quite true,” Grod admitted, nodding his 
head contemplatively. “But was it altogether 
necessary to that end that you leave your 
osvn forces?” 

“No, O king,” the soldier replied, “but 
1 fain would battle on your side. I have 
had quite enough of the fat. one who com- 
mands our outfit.” 

“Good!” cried Grod, clapping his hands. 
“We shall need every man we can muster. 
Thus have you bought your own life and 
Ireedom. Unbind him, guards, and give 
him weapons, so that he may fight for us. 
.As for you, you yellow minx, the quicker 
vou get out of here the better it will suit 
me. We are at war, and women have no 
place in warfare. Therefore I gladly gi\’e 
vou your life, which this furless one has 
purchased. 

“Do not think,” he continued, “that 1 
do not know who you are, or that I do 
not realize that I could hold you for high 
ansom. But for the present it suits my pur- 
poses to release you; for my mind is a 
one-cart road, and at present I am en- 
gaged in an important and highly personal 
war. 

“Besides, if I were to keep you, my 
’nemy might get hold of you and collect 


the ransom himself, which would never 
do. Twelve days from now, if I should be 
in need of carts, a messenger from me will 
call at the palace of Theoph the Grim; and 
if you are at all grateful, you will make me a 
present of about twenty sturdy wagons. 

“As for you,” turning to Myles, “your life 
is mine, since you failed to redeem it. Some 
day I may call upon you for it, but for the 
present I wish to use it. You arc detailed, 
as my personal representative, to escort this 
lady safely to Vairkingi. Now both of you 
get out of here, for I have more important 
things to do. I must put my anny on the 
march.” 

One of the guards stepped up to Myles 
and cut his bonds. Quivven had not been 
bound. 

“May I have arms, O king, so that I can 
fulfill your mission with credit to you?” 
Myles asked, with a twinkle in his grav 
eyes. 

“You keep on improving,” Grod replied. 
“Yes, you may. Here, take my own sword. 
You are a brave man and an able warrior, 
as mv chin well remembers. May the Builder 
grant that some day we shall fight side by 
side.” 

This gave Cabot an idea. “Why can that 
not be now?” he suggested. “Why not form 
an alliance with Vairkingi against the un- 
mentionable one?” 

,But Grod the Silent shook his head. 
“No,” he said positively, “it cannot be. In 
the first place, the unmentionable one is 
himself seeking to make such an alliance 
against me; and in the second place, this 
is my own private fight. I have spoken.” 

Then Cabot had a further idea. "About 
the wagons,” he said, “would you mind 
sending for them to my brickyard north of 
Vairkingi? That would be more convenient.” 

“Very well,” Grod replied. 

Roy warriors then supplied the two pris- 
oners with portable rations, and escorted 
them for quite a distance from the camp, 
until they struck a mountain trail. This, 
the escort informed them, led to Vairkingi. 
There the Roies left Myles and Quivven 
alone. 

The first thing that she asked was, “With 
all these mountains full of warring Roies, 
do you believe that we shall be safe?” 

“I think so,” Myles replied. “The very 
fact that they are at war will keep them 
much too busy to bother about us. Come 
on.” 
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they hurried down the trail, each re- 

*■ lated his or her adventures to the other. 
Cabot’s Iiave already been set down. As 
for Quivven, she had gone with a few 
soldiers to hunt for Myles after his pros- 
pecting party had returned and reported 
his disappearance by the river; but her 
party had been ambushed, all except Quiv- 
ven had been killed, and she bad been taken 
prisoner, 

"Did Grod treat \'ou s^'ith respect^” Myles 
a.sked, with clenched fists. 

“Absolutely,” she replied, tossing her 
pretty head. “I never knew a man so im 
personal. I am accustonffed to have men 
recognize my presence and pay some at- 
tention to my existence. But this brute- 
why, I might just as well have been a piece 
of furniture or one of his servants. I don’t 
believe he knows now what color my eyes 
are, or whether I’m pretty or not. And 
you’re just as bad as he is,” she added 
somewhat irrelevantly. 

“Your e}'es are blue, and you are very 
pretty,” Cabot replied. “In fact, you closely 
resemble my own wife, the beautiful Prin- 
cess Lilia, who waits for me far across 
the boiling seas.” 

"Which reminds me to ask,” Quis’ven 
said abruptly. "How successful was your 
expedition, apart from your being captured 
.and getting yourself into all kinds of 
trouble?” 

So he told her about the glistening metal- 
lic particles in the sands of the river. Also 
how he had found what were probably 
zinc-blende and galena. Then they discussed 
in detail his plans for his various factories. 
From time to time they munched some of 
the food which had been given them. 

The day quickly sped, and evening drew 
near, yet still they were upon the mountain 
road with no sight of Vairkingi or of any 
landmark familiar to either of them. Quiwen 
was for stopping and resting, but Myles 
urged her on. 

“No matter how tired you are,” he said, 



So still she struggled on. The sky dark- 
ened without the usual pinkening in the 
west. All too well they knew what that 
portended— one of the heaven-splitting trop- 
ical storms so common on Poros. And they 


were right. The storm broke, the thunder 
roared in one continuous volume of sound, 
the lightning and the rain alike poured 
down in continuous sheets. The trail be- 
came a mountain torrent, so that they had to 
cease their journey and crawl upon a huge 
bowlder, in order to avoid being engulfed 
by the water. 

The rain stopped as abruptly as it had 
begun. Again the silver sky appeared over- 
head. The extempore brook rapidly disap- 
peared, but left in its wake a wet, muddy, 
and slippery trail, down which thQ«»two 
took up their journey once more. 

.Several times Quivven stumbled and fell, 
until at last her companion had to help 
her in order to keep her going at all. But, 
in spite of this assistance, she finally broke 
down and cried. , 

“I shall not go one step farther,” she 
asserted. 

Mvles seated himself beside her and 
talked to her as one would soothe a child. 
And that was what she was, a tired little 
child. 

“You can’t stay here,” he urged, "the 
ground is damp, the night is coming on, 
and your fur is sopping wet.” 

"I don’t care anything about anything,” 
she sobbed. “All that I know is that I 
positively cannot go on.” 

So he decided that it would be necessary 
to change his tactics. “I am ashamed of you,” 
he replied, “You, the daughter of a king, 
and can’t stand a little exercise! Why, I 
believe you are just plain lazy.” 

For reply she jumped to her feet in a 
sudden rage. “Oh, you beast!” she cried. 
“You insulting beast! You common soldier, 
you! I’ll show you that I can stand as 
much hardship as the pampered women- 
folk of your Cupia, though the men of my 
country, even our common soldiers, would 
be gentlemanly enough not to force a lady 
to endure any more than is absolutely 
necessary. Oh, I hate you, I hate you, I 
hate you!” 

“You are not being forced to endure more 
than is necessary,” her escort harshly re- 
plied. “In the first place it is necessary to 
go on; and, in the second place, I am not 
forcing you. You can go on or not, just as 
you see fit, but as for me, I don’t intend to 
spend the night here in this wet valley. 
Good-by!” 

For reply Quivven raced ahead of him 
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with, "Oh, how I hate you!” and disap- 
peared around a turn in the trail. 

CHAPTER XIII 

FUHTHEH PROGRESS 

tJiS change of tactics had worked, al 
though it made him feel like a brute. 
But only by arousing Quivven’s anger could 
he stir her to continue the journey; and to 
remain would have menaced her safety and 
her health. 

She had a good head start of him. The 
silver sky was turning crimson in the west 
Night was coming on. So he hurried aftei 
her down the wet and slippery trail. 

At last it became so dark that he had 
to slow down and walk; and finally merely 
grope his way, shoving his feet ahead, one 
after the other, in order to be sure to 
keep to the trail and not to stumble. 

Time and again his foot would touch 
something soft, which he would picture as 
some strange and weird Porovian animal, 
a gnooper for instance. Quickly he would 
withdraw the foot. Then waiting in sus- 
pense for the creature either to go away 
or to spring upon him, at last he would 
cautiously push his foot forward, touch 
the object again, kick it slightly, and find 
that it was only a clump of Porovian grass 
or a rotted piece of lichen log. . 

Poor Quivven! How terrified she must be 
at such encounters! 

After a while he got a bit used to these 
occurrences, and accordingly each succeed- 
ing one of them delaved him less than the 
preceding. 

“You know,” he said to himself, “this will 
keep on until finally one of these obstacles 
will actually turn out to be a gnooper, and 
it will eat me alive before I can get out 
of the way.” 

Just then his groping foot touched an- 
other of these soft objects. f 

"Get out of my way,” Cabot shouted, and 
gave it a kick. But this time it was not 
attached to the soil. It yielded and wriggled 
a bit. Then it gave a peculiar groaning 
sound. 

Myles leaped backward and waited. But 
nothing happened; so he tried to circle the 
creature. Again the groan. His scientific 
curiosity got the better of his caution. He 
approached once more and investigated 
more closely, reaching down with his hand. 


The animal was covered with wet and 
muddy fur. 

It was Quivven! 

Tenderly he raised the crumpled form 
in his arms, and groped on down the 
treacherous trail. 

Myles wondered how long he could bear 
up with this dead weight in his arms. But 
just as he was beginning to stagger, the road 
gave a turn and flattened out, and there 
before him were lights, the flares and bon- 
ires of a city! They had reached the plain. 

“Quivven!” he cried joyfully. “This is 
ome! There ahead lies Vairkingi!” 

But she made no reply. Her body was 
old and still. 

Quickly he laid her on the ground and 
placed one ear to her chest. Thank the 
Great Builder! Her heart still beat. So he 
chafed her hands and feet, and worked her 
arms violently back and forth until she 
began to groan protestingly. 

“Quivven!” he cried. “Wake up! We are 
liome!” 

“Are you here, Mvle.s?” she murmured 
laintly. 

“Yes." 

“And you won’t make me walk auv 
more'P” 

“No.” 

“Then I’ll wake up for you,” she mur- 
mured cheerfully, and promptly fell fast 
asleep. 

Again lifting her tenderly in his arm.s, 
he resumed the journey. 

On reaching the city he circled the wall 
until he came to one of the gates, where 
he stood the girl on the ground and shook 
her gently into consciousness. 

“Where am I?” she asked. 

‘.At the gates of Vairkingi,” Myles ans- 
wered. 

She ran her hands rapidly over her mud- 
caked fur. 

“Oh, but 1 can’t go in like this,” she 
wailed, “I’m covered with mud from head 
to foot! Think how I must look! No, I refu.se 
to go in.” 

“If yof stay here,” he urged mildly, “then 
when morning comes every one will see 
you, the Princess Quivven, bedraggled with 
mud, hanging around outside the city gates. 
Better far to go in now, and take a chance 
of being seen by only one sentinel.” 

“Oh, you beast, you beast!” she sobbed, 
beating him futilely with her tiny paws. 

For replv he seized her in his arms, swung 
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her across one hip, and shouted: “Open 
wide the gates of Vairkingi for Cabot the 
Minorian, magician to Jnd the Excuse- 
Maker, and to his Excellency Theoph the 
Grim I” 

The gates swung open, and the sentinel 
stared at them with surprise and some 
amusement. Myles whipped out his sword, 
and the smile froze on the soldier’s face. 

“Thus do I teach men not to laugh at 
■Myles Cabot,” the earth-man growled. 
“Remember that you have seen nothing.” 

And he handed the soldier the choice 
blade of Grod the Silent. The soldier smiled 
again. 

“I have seen nothing but a Roy, whom 
1 robbed of his sword and drove off into 
the darkness. It is a fine sword, and I will 
remember that I have seen nothing. May the 
Great Builder bless Myles Cabot the Min- 
orian.” 

^ABOT glanced at his burden, Quivven, 
the beautiful. No wonder she did not 
want to be seen. It always humiliates a lady 
not to look her best in public. But by the 
same token, no one could possibly recognize 
her. He might perfectly well have saved the 
sword. 

So he passed on through the city streets. 
Finally he had to put the girl down, and 
ask her to help him find the way, which 
she did grudgingly. At the gate of Jud’s 
compound, Myles again swung her across 
his hip, before he demanded entrance. No 
swords this time, for diplomacy would take 
the place of payment. 

“Myles Cabot demanding entrance,” he 
cried. 

The local guard inspected them carefully 
by the light of his torch. 

“It is Cabot all right,” he replied, “and 
you look as though you had seen some hard 
fighting. But who is this with you? 

“A girl of the Roies,” answered Myles. 
“That is what the fighting was about.” 

“Not for mine!” the soldier asserted, 
grimacing. “Though there is no accounting 
for tastes. They are filthy little beasts, and 
spitfires as well, so Tm told. My advice to 
you, sir, is to throw it down a well.” 

Qulw'en wriggled protestingly. 

“Perhaps I will,” Myles laughed. 

At their own gate at last, fie placed her 
once more on her feet, whereat she shook 
herself free, raced into the house, slammed 
the door of her room. 


Cabot himself went right to bed, with- 
out waiting to wash or anything, and 
dropped instantly to sleep the moment he 
touched his pile of bedding; yet, so intent 
was he on wasting no time in getting Cupia 
on the air that he was up- early the next 
morning. 

He found his laboratory force sadly de- 
moralized, owing to the absence of Quivven 
and himself, but he quickly brought order 
out of chaos, and set the men to work on 
their first real construction job, to which 
all the other work had been mere pre- 
liminary steps. 

Quivven kept to her rooms, but one of 
the other maids roguishly informed him; 
“The Golden One says she hates you.” 

Now that his fire-bricks were ready, Myles 
Cabot laid out on paper the plans for his 
smelting plant, all the units of which were 
to be lined with fire-brick. 

First he designed a furnace for roasting 
his ore. This furnace was to be in two 
sections, one above the other, the lower 
holding the charcoal fire, and the upper 
holding the ore. Later he planned to use 
the sulphur fumes of this roaster to make 
sulphuric acid, which in turn he would 
use to make sal ammoniac for his batteries. 
But at present he had not yet figured out 
this process in detail. „ 

The smelting furnace, for smelting the 
roasted ore into copper-matter, was to con- 
sist of a chimmey about two feet in 
diameter, sloping sharply outward for about 
two feet, and thence sloping gradually in- 
ward again for a height of about ten feet. 
Near the bottom were to be a number of 
small holes leading from an air passage. 

This air passage and the vent for the 
hot flames from the top of the smelter were 
to be run in parallel pipes made of hollow 
brick tile, to two chambers containing a 
checkerwork design of fire-brick. The two 
pipes were to be interchangeable; so that, 
when the exhaust had heated one of the 
checkerwork grids to a red heat, the pipes 
could be switched, and the incoming air 
would be warmed by passing through the 
heated grid. From gnooper hide and wood 
he could easily construct bellows to pump 
In the air for the blast. 

Molten copper-matte and slag would be 
separately run off through two separate 
openings at different levels near the bottom 
of the blast furnace. 

To further refine the matte, he designed 
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a Bessemer converter, that is to say, a 
barrel-shaped box of layers of fire clay, the 
inner layer being very rich in quartz sand. 
This barrel, when filled with molten matte, 
would be laid on its side; and a hot blast 
introduced through holes near this side 
would convert the matte into pure coppei 
in about two hours. 

The first converter which he made wa> 
rather small, as he expected that it would 
not last very well without metal reinforce 
ments, and of course he would have nc 
metal for reenforcing purposes until aftei 
he bad run oflF at least one heat. 

For the extraction of iron, he made cru 
cibles of fireclay, which he set in deep holes 
in the ground. 

the second morning after the unpleas 
ant homecoming, Quivven appeared 
All her rage had burned out, and she was 
meek and subdued. 

With downcast eyes she reported to 
Myles; “I am ready to go to work now." 

With a welcoming smile he patted liei 
golden-furred shoulder, whereat her old 
anger started to flare again, but this one 
remaining ember merely flickered and died 
out, and she- submitted with a shrug of 
resignation. 

So the Radio Man explained to her his 
plans for the furnaces; then, leaving her in 
charge of the work, he set out once more 
to the river of the silver sands,- this time 
accompanied by a heavy guard of Vairking 
soldiers, and flying a blue flag, as agreed on 
with Prince Otto of the Roies. 

As he was departing, Quivven flung hei 
arms around him and begged him not to gu 
to certain destruction, but he gently dis 
engaged himself, smiling indulgently at this 
show of childish affection. 

“My dear little girl,” he admonished, 
“most of our troubles last time came from 
your following me. This time I warn you 
that I shall be very displeased if you fail 
to stick closely to home and complete my 
two magic furnaces for me. Promise me 
that you will.” 

So, with tears of dread in her blue eyes, 
she promised; and the expedition set forth. 
They were gone about five days. The trip 
proved uneventful from any, except a scien- 
tific viewpoint. They returned, bearing 
several pound of silvery grains, placer- 
mined from the river sands; also some large 
lumps of galena crystal, and nearly a ton of 


zinc blende. They found that, under the 
skillful direction of little Quivven, the fur- 
naces were nearly completed. 

Quivven the Golden Flame was ' over- 
joyed at Cabot’s safe return, while even 
he had to confess considerable relief. He 
complimented her warmly on the progress 
of the furnaces, and noted her pleasure 
it his expressions of approval. 

A few details which had perplexed her 
vere quickly straightened out, and the 
vork was rushed to completion. 

He next tested the silver grains which 
oe had brought from the river. His method 
was a very simple one, invented by himself. 
It consisted in filling a clay cup with water 
and weighing it, then weighing a quantity 
of the metal, and then putting this metal 
in the water and weighing the whole. A 
simple mathematical calculation from these 
three weights gave him the specific gravity 
of the metal. This process was repeated a 
number of times to avoid error, and gave 
as. an average the figure 21.5, which he 
remembered to be the specific gravity of 
pure platinum. 

As a further test he liammered some of 
the supposed platinum into a thin sheet, 
and attempted, without success, to melt 
it. Then be laid a sliver of one of his 
lead bullets on it, and tried again, with 
the result that the lead melted and burned 
a hole through the metal sheet. This test 
convinced him that he truly had found 
platinum. 

Cabot next turned his attention to glass 
making. For ordinary glass he would need 
quartz, soda, potash, and limestone. 

The reason for his employing both soda 
and potash instead of merely one or the 
other, was that together they would have 
a lower fusing point, and thus be easier 
for him to handle with his crude equip- 
ment. For glass for his tubes he would 
use litharge in place of the limestone. 

The quartz and limestone were already 
available. Soda would be a byproduct of 
his sal ammoniac when he got around to 
making it, but this would not be until he 
had made sulphuric acid from his copper 
ore, which was a most complicated process 
as he remembered it. 

Potash could be got simply by dripping 
water through wood-ashes, evaporating the 
water, roasting the sediment, dissolving 
again in water, letting the impurities settle, 
and then evaporating the clear liquid, and 


52 



loasting again. He started this process at 
once. 

But he had no idea how to make litharge. 
Furthermore, he could not blow his glass 
until he had metal tubes, .so he abandoned 
further steps for the present. 

While he was pondering over these prob- 
lems a messenger arrived, demanding his 
immediate presence at the quarters of Jud 
the Excuse-Maker. 

^ud was in a state of great excitement 
vviien the earth-man arrived. 

Said Jud; “Do you remember what you 
told me about the beasts of the south, who 
swim through the air, talk soundless speech, 
and use magic slingshots like yours which 
you captured from the Roies near Sur?” 

“Yes,” Cabot replied. “I hope that by this 
time I have given sufficient demonstration 
of my truthfulness so that you now believe 
the story.” 

“Oh, 1 believed it at the time," Jud 
hastily explained, “But now I have proof 
of it, for we have captured one of these 
beasts. That is, we think it is one of them. 
I want you to see and identify it, before we 
present it to Theoph the Grim.” 

“Thereby displaying commendable fore- 
.sight,” Myles commented. “Where is this 
Formian?” 

“In a cage in the zoo," the Vairking 
noble replied. “Come; I will take you there.^ 

So together the two threaded the streets 
of Vairkingi to the zoo. This was a part of 
the city which the earth-man had never 
before visited. Its denizens fascinated hirrv. 

There were huge water snakes with 
humanlike hands. There were spherical 
beasts with a row of legs around the equa- 
tor, a row of eyes around the tropic of 
cancer, and a circular mouth rimmed with 
teeth at the north pole. There were— 

But at this point Jud urged him on into 
another room, wheie he promptly forgot 
all the other creatures in the sight which 
met his eyes. 

In a large wooden cage in the center 
of the room was an enraged ant-man gnaw- 
ing at the bars, while a score or so of Vah- 
king warriors stood around and prodded 
him with spears. 

"Stopl” Jud shouted at the soldiery, 
whereat they all fell back obediently. 

This called the attention of the impris- 
oned beast to the newcomers, so he looked 
up and stared at them. Cabot stared back. 

Then he rushed forward to the cage I 


CHAPTER XIV 

OI.D FRIENDS 

^*T^OGGO!” he cried. “Doggol They told 
me you were dead!” 

But of course all this was lost on the 
radio speech sense of the prisoner. Vair- 
king soldiers interposed their spears be- 
tween Myles Cabot and what they believed 
was sure destruction at the jaws of the 
black beast. Cabot recoiled. 

“Jud,” he called out, “order off your 
lienchmen! I am not crazy, nor do I court 
death. This creature is the only one of the 
Formians whom I can control. He will 
prove a valuable ally for us, if I ca» 
persuade him to forgive the indignities 
which your men have already heaped upon 
him.” 

“I do not believe you," Jud replied, “lor 
how can men communicate with beasts, 
especially with strange beasts such as this, 
the like of which man ne’er set eyes on 
before?” 

“Remember that 1 am a magician,” Myles 
returned somewhat testily. Then seeing that 
Jud was still obdurate, he addressed the 
guards. “You know me for a magician?” 

“Yes,” they sullenly admitted. 

“And you know the magic on which I 
am now engaged, and to which all of 
my recent expeditions relate?” 

“Yes,” one replied. ‘Tou seek to call down 
the lightnings of heaven, and harness them 
to transport your words across the boiling 
seas.” 

“Rightly spoken!” the Radio Man as- 
serted. "Therefore, if you do not stand 
aside. I shall call those lightnings down 
for another purpose, namely, to blast you. 
Stand aside!” 

One of the guards spoke to another, “Why 
should we risk our lives to save his? Let 
the magician save himself!” 

So they stood aside. Myles stepped up 
to the cage, and he and Doggo each patted 
the other s cheek through the bars. 

Jud the Excuse-M^er sheepishly ex- 
plained, “I knew that you were speaking 
the tinth, but I wished to leam what 
method you would use to handle the sol- 
diers. You did nobly.” 

“Bunk!” the earth-man ejaculated, well 
knowing that the Vairking would not under- 
stand him. 
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“What means that word?" Jud inquired, 
much interested. 

“That,” Myles replied, grinning, “is a com- 
plimentary term often applied on my own 
planet, the earth, to the remarks of our 
great leaders.” 

jud, highly complimented, let it go at 
that. Myles now ordered paper and a char- 
coal pencil, and began a conversation with 
his ant friend. 

“They told me you were dead,” he wrote, 
“or I never would have left the city of 
Yuriana or deserted your cause.” 

“My cause died with my daughter, the 
queen,” Doggo replied. “I alone survive. I 
escaped by plane, and have been flitting 
around the country ever since, until my 
alcohol gave out. Then these furry Cupians 
captured me. They got me with a net. so 
that I could not fight back. 

“Also. I was distant from my airship at 
the time, or it would have gone hard with 
them for the ship is well stocked with 
bombs, and rifle cartridges, and one rifle 
Now tell me of vourself. How do you 
stand with these furry Cupians?” 

“Thcv are not Cupians.” Myles wrote 
“Thev are V'airkings. a race much like my 
self, who .send messages with their mouths 
and with their ears, instead of using their 
antennae for both, as the Cupians and you 
Foimians do. Do you remember the old 
legend of Cupia, that creatures like me dwell 
beyond the boiling seas? Well, it appears to 
hav'e been true, though how any one could 
have known or even suspcted it, is a mys- 
terv to me.” 

“You have not yet told me how you 
stanri,” the ant-man reminded him. 

“They recognize me as a great magician,’ 
M\'les answered, “and 1 have promised to 
build them a radio set. and to lead them to 
v'ictorv over the Formians.” 

“just as von did for the Cupians.” Doggo 
mused. “But you will have a harder task 
here, for these furry creatures appear to 
know no metals, nor anv of the arts save 
wood -carving.” 

They patted each other's cheeks again. 
Then, before any one could interfere, Myles 
Cabot unbolted the door of the cage, and 
out walked Doggo, a free ant once more. 

The soldiery, and jud w'ith them, prompt- 
ly' scattered to the four walls of the room. 

“Come over here, [ud,” Myles invited, 
“and meet mv friend— that is. unless you are 
afraid.” 


“Oh, no, I do not fear him,” Jud the Ex- 
cuse-Maker replied, “but 1 do not consider 
it consistent with the dignity of my position 
to be seen fraternizing with a wild beast." 

It was typical. Myles laughed. Then he 
led the huge ant home with him to his 
quarters. 

Quivven was amazed, but not at all fright- 
ened, at the great black creature; and when 
an introduction had been effected on paper, 
she and Doggo developed quite a strong 
liking for each other. 

As soon as the Formian had been fed and 
assigned to a room in the menage— some 
improvement over the menagerie, by the 
way— his host and hostess took him on a tom 
of inspection of their laboratory. 

ll^ITH the true scientific spirit so charac 

’ tei istic of the cultured but warlike race 
which once dominated Cupia. Doggo plung- 
ed at once into the spirit of the almost super- 
Porovian task which Mvles had undertaken; 
and it soon became evident that the new- 
comer would prove to be an iny'aluable ac- 
cession. His scientific training would dove- 
tail exactly with that of the earth-man, and 
would supplement it at every point. 

Almost at the very start he suggested a 
solution of the problems which had been 
puzzling Myles. 

Cabot’s recollection of the process of sul- 
phuric acid manufacture had been that it 
requii ed a complicated roasting furnace, tw'O 
filtering towers, and a tunnel about two hun- 
dred feet long made of lead, and into which 
nitric acid fumes had to be injected. His 
recollection of nitric acid manufacture was 
that it required sulphuric acid among othei 
ingredients. So how was he to make either 
acid without first having the other? And fui - 
theimoie, where was he to procure enough 
lead to build a two-hundred-foot tunnel? 

Doggo solved these problems y'ery nicel) 
—by avoiding them. 

“What do you need sulphuric acid for?” 
he wrote. 

“Merely to use in making hydrochloric 
acid,” wrote the earth-man in reply. 

“And that?” 

“To use in making sal ammoniac for my 
batteiies.” 

“Do von need nitric acid for anything ex- 
cept the manufacture of sulphuric? ” 

“No.’ 

“Then, ' Doggo suggested, “let us make 
our sal ammoniac directly from its elements. 
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We shall build a series of about twenty ver- 
tical cast-iron retorts, as soon as you have 
smelted your iron. These we shall fill with 
damp salt, pressed into blocks and dried. We 
shall heat these retorts with charcoal fires, 
and through them we shall pass then, air, 
and the sulphur fumes of your ore-roasting. 

"After about fifteen days we shall daily 
cut out the first retort, dump out the soda 
which has formed in it, refill it, and place 
it at the farther end of the series. The liq- 
uid, which condenses at the end of the se- 
ries, will be diluted hydrochloric acid. By 
passing the fumes of roast animal-refuse 
through it we shall convert it into sal am- 
moniac solution.” 

Accordingly, the quicker they started 
theii- foundry operations, the better. 

By this time chalcopyrite, quartz, and 
charcoal were present at Vairkingi in large 
quantities. The ore was first roasted, and 
then was piled into the smelter with the 
quartz and charcoal; the air-bellows were 
started, fire was inserted through the slag- 
hole, and soon a raging pillar of flame 
served notice on all Vairkingi that the devil- 
furnace of the great magician was in full 
blast. By this time it was night, but no one 
thought of stopping. 

Of course, there were complications. The 
furry soldiers deserted the pumps at tire first 
roar of green-tinged flame, but Doggo in- 
stantly stepped into the breach and operated 
all of the bellows with his various legs. 
Finally the warriors, on seeing that Myles 
and Quiwen had survived the ordeal of fire, 
sheepishly returned to theu posts, and were 
soon loudly boasting of their own bravery 
and of how their fellows would envy them 
on the morrow when they should relate their 
experiences. 

Along toward morning Cabot drew his 
fust heat of molten matter into a brick ladle 
and poured it into the converter. It was an 
impressive sight. The shadowy wooden- 
walled inclosure, lit by the waving greenish 
flare of a pillar of fire, which metamor- 
phosed the white skin of the earth-man into 
that of a jaundiced Oriental, tinged Quiwen 
with green-gold, and glinted off the shiny 
carapace of Doggo as off the facets of a 
bloodstone. In the darkness of the back- 
ground, toiled the workers at their pumps. 

Then there came a change. The fires died 
down, the pumping ceased, oil lamps were 
lit, and the ghostly glare gave place to a 
faint but healthy light, although over all 


hung the ominous silence of expectancy. 

The ladle was brought up, a hand-hole- 
cover removed, and out flowed a crimson 
liquid, tinting all the eager surrounding 
faces with a sinister ruddiness. 

Again the red glare, as the ladle was 
poured into the barrel-shaped converter. 
Then the pumps were started again, and 
the blast from the converter replaced that 
of the furnace with its ghostly light. Two 
hours later the converter was tipped, and 
pure molten copper was poured out into 
the ladle. Once more the sinister ruddiness. 

Quickly the molds were filled, the red 
light was gone, the spell was broken, con- 
versation was resumed. The first metallurgy 
of Vairkingi was an accomplished fact. 

■r\AY came, and with it loud pounding on 
the gate. Cabot answered it, careless- 
ly and abstractedly sliding back the bolt be- 
fore inquiring who was outside. The gate 
swung open with a bang, almost knocking 
Myles into a flower bed, and in rushed a 
Vairking youth with drawn sword and pant- 
ing heavily. 

“You beasti” he cried, lunging at the 
earth-man as he spoke. 

But in his haste and anger he lunged too 
hard and too far; so that Cabot, although 
unarmed, was able to step under his guard 
and grasp him by the wrist before he re- 
covered. Quick as lightning the boy’s sword 
arm was bent up behind his back, and he 
was “in chancery”, to use the wrestling term. 

Slowly, grimly, Cabot forced the impri.s- 
oned hand upward between the shoulder- 
blades of his opponent, until with a groan 
the latter relinquished the sword, and it fell 
clattering to the ground. 

Smiling, Cabot stooped down and picked 
it up, and forced the young intruder against 
the wall. 

“Now,” said the eartli-man, “e.xplain 
yourself.” 

The boy faced Myles like a cornered 
panther. 

“It’s Quiwen,” he snarled. “You have 
stolen my Quiwen.” 

"Nonsense!” Myles exclaimed. “What do 
you mean?” 

“I am Tipi the Steadfast,” the youth re- 
plied. “Long have I loved the Golden 
Flame, and she me, untU you came to this 
city. When you arrived I was away on a 
military expedition, winning distinctions to 
lay at Ae tiny feet of my fair one. Last night 
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I returned to find her working at your labo- 
ratory. One or the other, you or I, must die.” 

“You are absurd!” 

"In my country,” Tipi returned, looking 
the earth-rnan straight in the eye, “no com- 
mon soldier is permitted to dictate manners 
to a gentleman. I repeat that Quivven— ” 

But at this point, Myles cuffed the young 
\"airking over one ear, knocking him flat 
upon the walk; and, as he scrambled sput- 
tering to his feet, dealt him another blow 
which sent him reeling into the street. Then 
Myles barred the gate, and turned toward 
the house. 

In the doorway stood Quivven, shaking 
with laughter. Myles was immediately em- 
barrassed. He hadn’t known that his en- 
counter had been observed. He hated to 
show off, and was afraid that his actions 
had appeared very melodramatic. 

“Isn’t Tipi silly?” she asked. 

“But he may make trouble with your 
lather,” Myles said, with a worried frown. 

“Oh, Tm not afraid of father.” 

“But he will put an end to mv experi- 
ments.” 

So Quivv'en went home to chat with her 
lather before young Tipi could get there 
to stir up possible trouble. She returned 
later in the day to resume her work. While 
she was gone, Cabot conferred with Doggo. 

“Why are you building this radio set?" 
the ant-man wrote. “I did not ask you be- 
fore in the presence of the lady, for I felt 
that perhaps you did not wish her to know 
your plans.” 

“Doggo, you show remarkable intuition,” 
Myles vvrote in reply. “It is true that I do 
not wish any of the Vairkings to know'. My 
idea is to communicate with Cupia, learn 
how' Lilia is getting along, and encourage 
my supporters there to hold out until in 
some W'ay I can secure a Formian airship 
and return across the boiling seas,” 

“Then cease your work,” Doggo wrote, 
“tor m}’ plane, in perfect condition, lies care- 
fully hidden in a w'ood not a full day’s jour- 
ney from this city. All that we need is al- 
cohol for the trophil-engines.” 

CHAPTER X\’ 

PLANS FOR ESCAPE 

can make the alcohol in a few’ days 
in my laboratory,” Cabot wrote, “but 
it will not do for us to escape too precipitate- 


ly, lest our plans be discovered and blocked. 
The Vairkings like sleight-of-hand, and wish 
to keep me with them as theii' court magi- 
cian. Let us bide our time until they become 
sufficiently accustomed to you, so that they 
will not question your accompanying me on 
an expedition. Then, away to the plane, and 
off to Cupia!” 

The ant-man assented. It seemed logical. 
And yet I wonder if this logic would not 
have done credit to Jud the Excuse-Maker. 
I wonder if Cabot was not subconsciously in- 
fluenced by a scientific desiie to complete 
his radio set in this land of people who used 
only wood and flint. I wonder. 

At all events, the w'ork proceeded. 

He had planned to use the slag from the 
copper furnace as the “ore” for his iron, but 
the more he thought about it, the more he 
realized that its high sulphur content would 
probably ruin any steel which he produced. 
Fortunately, however, he ran across a de- 
posit of magnetic iron ore near Vairkingi. 

This he ground and placed in his cruci- 
bles with charcoal, and then built charcoal 
fires in the pits around them. The slag he 
skimmed off with copper— later iron— ladles. 
The melting had to be repeated many times 
in order to purify the iron sufficiently, and 
further in order to secure just the right car- 
bon content for cast-iron, steel, or wrought- 
iron, acccording to which he needed for any 
particular purpose. This securing the proper 
carbon content was largely a matter of cut- 
and-try. 

With iron and steel available, he now 
made pots, retorts, hammers, anvils, drills, 
wire-drawing dies, and a decent Bessemer 
converter. 

Copper tubes for glass-blowing, and cop- 
per wire were drawn. A simple wooden 
lathe was made for winding thread around 
the wires. This thread, by the way, was 
the only Vairkingian product which the 
earth-man found ready to his hand. 

As soon as the iron retorts were available, 
the joint manufacture of sal ammoniac and 
soda was started, as already outlined by 
Doggo. 

In iron pots, Cabot melted together finely 
ground white sand, with lime, soda, and 
potash, and blew the resulting glass Into 
bottles, retorts, test tubes, and other labora- 
torv apparatus; also jars for his electric bat- 
teries. He used both soda and potash, aa 
this would rendei' the glass more fuslbls 
than if made with either alone. 
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Lead was melted from galena crystal in 
small quantities for solder. Thus was sug- 
gested to Doggo, the manufacture, on the 
side, of bullets, gunpowder, and cartridges, 


for the rifle wltich Myles had in his quar- 
ters, and for the one which lay in the con- 
cealed airplane. 

Tales of the copper-smelting had spread 
among the populace, who evinced such great 
interest that double guards had to be placed 
and maintained about the laboratory in- 
closure. And every returning military expe- 
dition brought with it samples of unusual 
minerals. 

Meanwhile, Cabot instituted a regular 
campaign of getting Vairkingi accustomed 
to Doggo. Every day. Doggo would parade 
the higli-walled streets, with Quivverr the 
Golden Flame perched upctn his back. The 
ten-foot ant inspired great interest and con- 
siderable fear. 

She enjoyed her rides thoroughly, not 
only for the novelty of the thing, but also 
because her seat on his six-foot-high back 
brought her head above the level of the 
fence palings, and thus enabled her to sur- 
vey the private yards of everyone. 

Tipi had not been seen or heard fioirr. 






A KKILU the Beautiful thoroughly made 
M[) with the eai'th-inan, and even ad- 
mitted that her love for him had been a mis- 
take. Plans for her wedding with Jud pro- 
leeded rapidly. When this coming mar- 
l iage was publicly announced, Att the Ter- 
rible sent in a Rov runner with the message 
that he didn’t in the lea.st care. 

Quivven now lived in the palace, so as to 
he neai her father, but came to work regu- 
larly each day. Theoph the Grim interposed 
no objection fo this, and, in fact, frequently 
accompanied his daughter to the laboratory. 
Ife loved to mess around the bottles and re- 
torts, and lost much of the grimness when 
engaged in this childish meddlesomeness. 

So every one was happy except Tipi 
the Steadfast and Att the Terrible. 

Jud continued the operation of the brick- 
vard, even though Cabot had no more need 
ol bricks, tor |ud planned to build himself 
a brick palace which would outshine even 
the palace of King Theoph 

Melting the platinum for the wires pre- 
sented a problem, until Myles thought of 
electrolizing some ordinary water into its 
constituent hydrogen and oxygen, and then 
burning these two materials together in a 
double blow-pipe, much like that used in 
(ixvacetylene welding. 

But to do this he had to make batteries, 
d o this end he already had sal ammoniac 
and jars. Me needed carbon and zinc. For 
carbon he pressed charcoal into compact 
blocks. To extract zinc from the blend ore 
he made long cvHndrical retorts of clay, 
with a long clay pipe for a vent. The ore, 
.dter being thoroughly roasted in the cop- 
|icr-roasting furnace to remove all sulphur, 
was ground, mixed with half its weight of 
|)owdercd chaicoal, and then charged into 
die retorts, where it was baked. The result 
was to dislill the pure zinc, which condensed 
on the walls ol the tubes. 

Cabot now at last had all the elements for 
his battcric's, and so was able, by employing 
diont sc\cntv rolls in multiple, to get the 
Iwo volts, three hundred fifty amperes, nec- 
essary to electrolize the oxygen and hy'dro- 
geii for melting his platinum. 

The platinum proved to he quite free of 
iridum, and so was easily drawn into wires. 

Needless to state, the distilling of alcohol 
in large (quantities, ostensibly for the labora- 
tory burners, but actually for Doggo’s air- 
qrlane, was commenced as soon as they had 
blown their first glass retorts. 


.Myles was going strong! 

One day, in the midst of all this technical 
jrrogress, as Myles was qrassing through one 
of the streets of Vairkingi on some errand or 
other, and admiring the ejuaint and brightly 
colored wood carvings on the high walls 
which lined the way, his attention was ar- 
rested by the design over one of the gate- 
ways. 

It was a crimson swastika within a crim 
son triangle, the insignia ol the qrriests ol 
the lost religion of Cupia, the priests who 
had befriended him in their hidden refuge 
of the Caves of Kar, when he was a fugitive 
during the dark days of his second wai 
against the ant-men. 

Could it be that the lost religion was also 
implanted ujion this coirtinent? Myles had 
never discussed religion with Arkilu, or Jud. 
or Quivven, oi Crota, or any of his Vairking 
friends. Somehow the subject had never 
come up. Full of curiosity, Cabot knocked 
on the door. 

Immcdiatel)' a small round aperture 
opened and a voice from within inquired 
“Whence come you?” 

For reqilv. the earth-man gave one of the 
passwords of the Cupian religion. To his 
surprise, the gate swung open, and he was 
admitted into the presence of a long-robed 
priest, clad exactly like his friends of the 
Caves of Kar. 

“What do you wish?” asked the guardian 
of the gate. 

Having made his wa)' so tar, Myles de 
cided to continue, on the analogy of the re- 
ligion of his own continent. Accordingly, he 
boldly replied, “I wish to speak with thr 
Holy Leader.” 

“Very well,” said the guard; and closing 
the gate and barring it, he led Mvles through 
many winding passages, to a door on which 
he knocked three times. 

The knock was repeated from within, the 
door opened, and Myles entered to gaz( 
upon a strangely familiar scene. The room 
was I'ichly carr'cd and colored. On three 
sides hung the stone lamps of the \'airkings. 
Around the walls sat a score or more of long- 
robed priests, some on the level and some 
on slightly raised qrlatfoims. On the highest 
platform of all, directly opposite the point 
where Cabot had entered, sat the only hood- 
ed figure ill the chamber, quite evidently the 
leader of the faith. 

Him the earth-man approached, and 
bowed low. 


58 



whereat, there came the unexpcctcrl 
words: ‘‘Welcome to N'airkingi, Myles 
Cabot.” 

Then the priest descended, took the visi- 
tor by the hand, and led him to a seat at 
his own left. A few minutes later, the as- 
sembly bad been tempoiarily suspended, 
and Myles and his host were chatting to- 
gether like old friends. 

jyjYLES told the venerable prelate the 
complete history of all his adventures 
on both continents of the planet Poros, not 
omitting to dwell with considerable detail 
upon the vicissitudes of the lost religion ol 
Cupia. This interested the priest greatlv, 
and he asked numerous questions in that 
connection. 

“Strange! Strange!” lie ruminated. “It is 
Mudoubtedlv the same religion as ours. So 
there must at some time have been somi- 
connection between the two continents.” 

“Yes, there must ha\ e been,” the eartli 
man assented, “For the written language ol 
both Cupia and Vairkingi is the same. Yet 
the totally different flora and fauna ot the 
iwo continents negatives this historv.” 

“Where did the Cupians originate, if vou 
now?” the priest inquired. 

“We do not know,” Myles re|5lied. “bul 
there are tu'o conflicting legends. One is 
that the Forerunners of the race came from 
.(cross the boiling seas. The othei is thal 
they sprang, fullv formed, from the soil. 
There is also a legend that creatures like itk- 
dwell l)eyond the boiling seas; and this 
legend, at least, appears to be borne out b\ 
he existence of your Vairkings.” 

“Strange! Still more strange!” the prelate 
declared. “For we have but one story ol 
oiir origin. The race of Vairkings descended 
Irom another world above the skies. Who 
knows but that we. like you, came from thal 
place which vou call the planet— Minos. I 
iliink. you said?" 

After some further conversation, the con 
clave was called to order again, and Mvles 
took this as the signal for his departure. He 
ivas given a warm invitation to return. 

Truly, a new avenue of speculation had 
been opened up to him by his chance meet- 
ing with the Holy Leader. Myles firmly re- 
solved to return again at the earliest oppor- 
tunity. But, from this time on, events moved 
with such rapidity that never again did be 
enter the sacred precincts. 

First, he was stumped b\ his radio tubes. 


How was he to make a vacuum-pump whiefr 
would exhaust the air? 

The solution, when it finally occurred to 
him, was absurdly simple; he utilized atmos- 
pheric pressure. 

“He made a glass tube thirty feet long, and 
sealed his grid, his plates and his lead-wires 
into one end, closing that end off hermeti- 
cally. Then he fashioned a piston of water- 
proof cloth fiber so as to fit into the closed 
end, almost touching these elements and 
vet free to move away from them without 
tearing them. Then he filled the tube with 
water, and inverted it. But the water did not 
drop away to a height of about twentv-eigbt 
feet, as it would have done on Earth. 

Of course not, for this was \tenus— N'enus 
of an atmospheric pressure practically ecjual 
to that of earth, Fiolding the tsater up; and 
vet with a gravity much less than that of 
Earth, tending to pull the w;iter down! 

But, by lengthening the pipe sufficicntlv, 
t.'abot finally got the proper balance, the 
fiber piston was pulled down, and a partial 
vacuum, practically free ot water-s apor had 
been created. He then sealed off the upper 
portion of the glass tube with his blow- 
torch, and had his radio triad. 

For these radio tubes, the glass was m;ide 
lecording to a s-pecial formula. Of this same 
glass, Cabot fashioned lenses for the goggles 
which he and Doggo planned to wear on 
their trip home across the boilit(g seas. 

One of the constituents of this special glass 
is lead monoxide, commonlv known ;is 
litharge. This gave the Radio Man some 
concern, until Doggo suggested melting lead 
in a rotating cylindrical iron drum with 
spiral ribs. By pumping cold air in one end 
of this drum, fine particles of litharge weic 
driven out through the other, where lhe\ 
accumulated in a stationarv container. 

About this time the king and Jud fjegan 
clamoring for results, so Cabot made a few 
electric lights with platinum filaments. And 
entirely apart from pacifving his two patrons 
it was well that be did this, for the speech 
burning out of these lights showed him that 
he had a new problem to face, namely: the 
elimination of all traces of oxygen in his 
tubes. He got rid of considerable by placing 
tubes in a strong magnetic field while ex- 
hausting, but this was not quite enough. 

It looked as though his experiments would 
have to end at this point; for with an im- 
mense quantity of alcohol completed, and 
with pvrex glass for their soggles, every - 
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thing was all set for the conspirators to lo- 
cate Doggo’s hidden plane and flv across 
the boiling seas to Cupia. 

The Vairkings were by now sufficiently 
used to the huge ant-man and to his par- 
ticipation in Cabot’s scientific experiments, 
so that no objection would be raised to his 
accompanying the radio man on one of the 
latter’s expeditions in search of certain 
minerals which he believed could be found 
in tile countrv. 

Two carts, laden with tents, food and 
l)edding, were taken along, and beneath 
these supplies he placed the alcohol and 
goggles. There was no need to conceal them, 
for none of the \''airkings, except Qui\’\ en, 
ever had any \ery distinct knowledge of 
what he was about, and to her he explained 
that the alcohol was for the purpose of 
loosening certain materials from the solid 
rocks, and that the goggles were to protect 
his and Doggo’s eyes from the fumes. 

A squad of soldiers pulled the carts. 
Doggo had demurred at this, suggesting tliat 
ihe soldiers be left behind, and offering to 
pull them him.self, hut Myles pointed out 
how ea.sily he could scatter the Vairkings 
w'hen the time came, by threatening them 
with his “magic sling-shot” (i. e., rifle). 

■p’ARLY in the morning they set forth, just 
as the unseen rising sun began to tint 
"he eastern sky with purple. When the time 
came to say farewell to Quiwen, Myles 
found to his surprise that his voice was posi- 
tively choked with emotion. 

“Good-hy, Golden Flame,” he said. 
“Please wish me a safe journey.” 

“Of course I do,” she said. “But why so 
sad? You sound as though you never ex- 
pected to see me again.” 

“One never can tell,” he replied. 

“Your food has disagreed with you,” she 
bantered. “I feel confident that you will re- 
turn. For have you not often quoted to me: 
‘They cannot kill a Minorian?’ Run along 
now, and come back safely.” 

Thus he left her, a smile on her face and 
a tear in his eye. He hated to deceive Quiv- 
ven, who had been a good little pal, in spite 
of her occasional flare-ups of temper. He 
looked back and waved to her where she 
stood like a golden statue upon the city wall; 
it would be his last glimpse of a true friend. 
Then he set his face resolutely to the east- 
ward. 

Not only did he feel a pang at leaving 


Quiwen, but he felt even more of a pang 
at leaving his radio-set half finished. The 
scientist always predominated in his make- 
up; and besides, like the good workman that 
he was, he hated an unfinished job. 

But he realized that his radio project had 
been only a means to an end— the end being 
to get in touch with his friends and family 
in Cupia— and that this end was about to be 
accomplished more directly, just think, to- 
morrosv night he would be home, r(*ady to 
do b.attle foi' his loved ones against the 
usurper Yuri! The thought thrilled him, and 
■ill regrets passed away. 

Lilia! He was to see his beautiful dainty 
Lilia once more; and his baby son, Kew, 
rightful ruler of Cupia! He resobed that, 
once back with them again, he rvould never 
more leave them. Lilia had been right; his 
return to Earth had been a foolhardy ven- 
ture; results had proved it. As Pobladi, the 
Cupian philosopher, used to sav. “The test 
of a plan is how it works out.” 

Cabot was eager, even impatient, to see 
the ant-plane which was to carry him home. 
He was bubbling over with questions to a.sk 
his ant-man companion; the condition of the 
plane, its exact location, how well it had 
been concealed, and so forth. But his only 
means of communication v\'ith Doggo was 
in writing, and it would ne\ er do to delay 
the e.xpedition for the purpose of indulging 
in a written conversation. So he merely 
fretted and fumed, and urged the Vairking 
pullers of the carts to greater speed. 

But along toward evening a calm settled 
o\'er him, a joyous calm. He was going 
home, going home! The words sung in his 
ears. He was going to Cupia, to baby Kew, 
and Princess Lilia. A nervous warmth 
flooded through his being, and tingled at his 
fingertips. He felt the strength to overcome 
any obstacles which might confront him. He 
was going home! 

Just before sunset the party encamped on 
the outskirts of a small grove of trees, which 
Doggo indicated as the hiding-place of his 
plane and other supplies. It had already 
been agreed that they should not inspect the 
machine before morning for they did not 
wish to give even the slow brains of the 
Vairking soldiers a chance to figure out their 
ulterior purpose, and perhaps to dispatch 
a runner to Vairkingi with a warning to 
Thcoph and Jud. 

So Myles was forced to possess his soul 
in patience, and await the dawn. To keep 
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his mind off his troublo-s he siit with the 
limy wanioi's about llieii eiiin|i lire, and 
told them tales of (iiipia and the planet 
Earth. 

Never belore, in their experience, liad thi.s 
strange hirless leader of their.s been so gra- 
ciou.sly condescending or so sociable. It was 
an evening whicli the\ would long re 
member. 

FinalK the\ all turned in for the night 
I'he earth-man slept fitfnlh’. and dreamed 
ol encounters in w hich, with his back to thi 
wall, he lousrht with a wooden sword aloni 

O 

against Prince Yuri, and ant-men. and Vaii 
kings, and Cupians, and whistling bees. ii 
delense ol Lilia and her son. 

Yet such is the strange alchenis of dieani' 
that sometimes Lilia s lace seemed to be co\ 
ered with golden Inr. 

With the first letl flush ol morning (,'abol 
and Doggo bestirred themselves, and in- 
loimed tlieii' campmates that they intended 
to do a bit of prospecting before breakfast, 
'riien they set out into the interior of the 
wood, the ant-man leading the wav. At last 
they came to a small clearing and beyond it 
a thicket, which Doggo indicated with one 
paw as being the spot which thev sought. 
'I'here was to be the plane! 

Parting the loliage, thev looked inside 
But the thicket was emptv! 

On the farthei side the bushes had been 
recently chopped down, and thence there 
lay a wide swath of cut trees clear out of 
the woods. It w'as only too evident that the 
precious plane had been stolen! 

CHAPTER XVI 

AF'lliHTHOUGHTS 

'T^HERPi could be no doubt of it. Doggo ’s 

plane was gone, and with it liad 
vanished all hopes of a speedy return to 
Cupia. Sadly the tw o returned to camp, and 
gave directions to start back to Vairkingi. 

But Myles Cabot was not a man to des- 
pair or he would have yielded to fate many 
times in the past during his radio adven- 
tures on the silver planet. Already, as the 
porters were loading the carts, his agile 
mind was busy seeking some w'ay whereby 
to snatch victory from defeat. 

So when the expedition was ready' to start 
he led it around the woods until he picked 
up the trail of the stolen airship. Quite evi- 
dently the theft had not been made bv ant- 


men, for thev would have floivn the ma- 
chine awas , upon clearing the woods. No, 
it had obv iously been taken by either Roies 
or Vairkings. who had wheeled or dragged 
it away. If he and Doggo could follow its 
path, thev might yet be able to locate and 
lecovei the stolen property. 

The trail led north until it struck, at right 
mgles, a broad and much-rutted road which 
lan from \’airkingi to the northeast territory 
if the Vairkings. .And at this point tlie trail 
iimplelelv vanished. 

.Mv’les held a written coulerence with 
Doggo, at which it was decided to return at 
once to the citv and make inquiries there 
■IS to the stolen plane. If no one there knew 
of it. Doggo was to be dispatclied on a new 
expedition into the northeast tei ritorv, and in 
the meantime Cabot was to lusli the com- 
pletion of his radio set. So thev turned to 
the left and took np the niaieh to X'airkingi. 

It was a tired and disgnsletl lumian who 
leturned that ev ening to tlie quarters which 
he had nev er e.xpeeteil to set ev es on again. 
Myles Cabot gave himsell up to a lew mo- 
ments ol unrestrained griei. 

As he sat thus a soil, sviiqiathetic voice 
said: ‘'Didn’t vou succeed in tiuding that 
which vou sought':' 1 am so sorrv ! At least 
vou came liaek salelv to me. ' 

But the blandishments ol little Quivveii, 
his pal. tailed to comlort him. 

That evening w'hen |ud returned Ironi 
the biickvard, Myles sought an audience 
w'ith liirn and demanded new s of the plane. 
Said Mvles; ‘This beast friend of mine came 
near here in a magic wagon which travels 
through the air. Possession ol this magic 
wagon would mean much to Vairkingi in 
your wars, and especiallv it the beasts ever 
take it into their heads to attack you, as 
they undoubtedly will do sooner or later. 

“Yesterday Doggo and I embarked on a 
secret expedition to bring this magic wagon 
as a surprise to you and Theoph. But we 
find that it has been stolen. We have ti'aced 
it to the northeast road, and there the trail 
ends. It must be either in this city or in 
the northeast territorv. Will vou help me 
to find it?” 

But Jud .smiled a crafty smile, and said: 
“It is not in Vairkingi— of that I am certain. 
Nor will 1 send into the northeast territory 
to find it for you; for I well know that you 
would use it to return to your own land be- 
yond the boiling seas. We wish you to stay 
with us and do wonders for us. We believe 
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dial we cati make voin lot among us a 
liappy one. 

“But remember that, although you are 
treated with great honors, you are never- 
iheless still my slave. Any attempt on your 
part to locate the magic wagon will be met 
with severe punishment, and an end will be 
put to yoiir experiments. 1 have spoken." 

•Myles Cabot met the othei 's eye squarely 
"You have spoken, |ud,’’ he said. 

Myles was now convinced that |ud knew 
more about the missing plane than he was 
willing to admit; so the onlv thing to do 
was to lie low, bide his time, keep an ear 
out lor news of the plane, and continue the 
manulacture ol the radio set. J'luis the 
earth-man ruminated as he walked slow 1\ 
back lo his qiiarteis. 

And then the linking ol radio and air- 
planes in his mind gave him an idea. He 
had felt all along that he w'as doing the 
collect thing in building a radio .set rather 
I ban in inanulactnring firearms writh which 
lo attack the I'ormiaiis, or in trving to lab- 
rirate an iiirplane lor a llight ar-ross the 
boiling seas. 

Ilis intuition had licen tarrrect; his sub- 
conscious mind must base guided him to 
make the radio in orcici to phono Cnpio for 
(I plonc to conic oner lo Vairkingi and get 
him. Wdiv hadn I he rcali/.ed this bclore? 
It g;ive him new heart. 

With a laugh he rellected that this alter 
thought w;is prettv much like those so 
characteristic ol die man whom he had just 
Iclt. fud the Llxciise-Maker, ahvavs bun- 
gling, and alwavs with a pericetiv good ex- 
cuse or ;ilibi, thought up alterward to ex- 
plain whv he did something which, wdicn 
he did it, w-as ;ibsolutclv pointless. .Mvles 
had alwavs looked down on the \'aii-king 
noble because of this failing. 

But now what he loiind himself going 
through exactlv the same mental processes, 
he began to wonder i( perhaps fud were 
not guided by a fairly high-grade intuition. 
Perhaps Jud’s afterthoughts and excuses 
w ere but the breaking through of a realiza- 
loiii of some real forethoughts on the part 
ol Jud’s subconscious mind. Myles won- 
dered. He was still w'ondering when he fell 
asleep that night. 

next morning he plunged into his 
work with renewed vigor. He now had 
copper wire, copper plates, wood, mica, 
'.older, platinum, glass, and batteries— every- 


thing that he iiccderl tor his rarlio set ex- 
cept a better \;ieuurn for his tubes; but 
without th;it he was as lar Irom success as 
w'hen he started. 

Of course he knew' what he neded— mag- 
nesium. But it was one thing to step into a 
drug store on the earth, or into a chemical 
laboratory in Cupia, and take magnesium 
off the shelves, and (|uite another matter to 
pick this elusive elemeiil oiil ol thin air in 
N’airkin gi. 

.Nevertheless, in spite ol this lack. Myles 
kept on working. He wound his induct- 
ances, translormers, earphones, and rheo- 
stats. He assembled his variable condensers 
and microphones. He fashioned his sockets 
and lamp bases. He strung his antennae 
He wired up his baseboard and panel. 

.Small sets were installed in Quivven’s 
rooms al the palace, at |ud’s house, and at 
(he brickyard. Each ol these was equipped 
with .1 1 1 ansformei -coupling for Doggo’s 

antennae, as well as wdth mouthpieces foi 
the others, so that now at last oral conver- 
sation was possible w'ith hi.s Formian Iriend. 
Later he would prepare a portable head-set 
such as he had w'orn in Cupia 

Laboratory experiments demonstrated 
the success of his sets in everything except 
durability ol tubes Vet in spite of this 
drawback he was able to communicate 
;icross Ilis laboratorv, and even with |ud's 
house, and lyidei lavorable conditions with 
Qiiivveii at the palace by using a cold-tube 
hookup. Bill this was not powerful enough 
to send as far as the brickvard. lei alone 
Cupia. 

,^t this juncture there appeared one 
morning at his gate a Vairking soldier in 
leather tunic and helmet, requesting en- 
trance with important secret news. Myles 
grudgingly left his work-bench and gave 
audience. The fellow had a strangely fa- 
miliar appearance and smiled in a quizzical 
manner; yet Myles could not place him. 

“Who are you?” Mvles asked. 

"Do von not know me? ” ihe other asked 
in replv. 

“.No." 

1’he .soklier doffed his leather cap. “Do 
voii know me now?” 

“No.” 

“A life for a life?” 

“Now I know voii!” Cabot exclaimed. 
“You are Otto the Bold, .son of Grod the 
.Silent, who is King of the Roies. To para- 
phrase one ol the proverbs of my own conn- 
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try, ‘A face that is familiar in Sur is oft a 
stranger in Vairkingi.’ I did not recognize 
you away from the surroundings in which 
we met. What good fortune brings you 
here?” 

“Not good fortune, but bad,” the Roy re- 
plied. “It is true that Grod, my father, is 
our king, but it is also true that Att the 
Terrible likewise claims the kingship. Att 
loves Arkilu, and is even at this moment on 
the march against Vairkingi with the larg- 
est army of Roies ever gathered.” 

Myles smiled. “We are grateful for the 
information,” he said. “With this forewarn- 
ing we are secure against attack.” 

“If you will pardon me,” Otto continued. 
1 think that you are not secure. For one 
of your own Vairkings, Tipi by name, 
marches with Att. Att has promised Tipi the 
glorious golden Quivven in return for Tipi’s 
support. And Tipi has many partisans with 
in this city.” 

Myles continued to smile. "We can deal 
with traitors,” he asserted smugly. “There 
ire many lamp-posts in our city.” 

But Otto kept on; “Sur has fallen.” 

“What!” the earth-man shouted, at last 
shocked out of his complacency. “The rock- 
bound impregnable fortress of Sur fallen? 
Impossible!” 

“Not impossible to those who travel 
through the skies and drop black stones 
which fly to pieces with a loud noise,” Otto 
calmly replied. “The beasts of the south 
have made alliance with Att the Terrible, 
.ind Tipi the Steadfast, and are marching 
with them. Good Builder! They are upon 
us even now. Quick, the beasts enter this 
very room. Gome, draw, defend yourself!” 

Wheeling quickly, Cabot confronted 
Doggo standing in the doorway. Much re- 
lieved, he explained to Otto who this new- 
comer was; then, seizing a pad and a lead 
stylus of his own manufacture, he hurriedly 
sketched the situation to his Formian friend. 

In reply Doggo wrote: “At last I have 
magnesium ore. Some soldiers brought it 
in, attracted by its pretty red color. There 
is not time to be lost. To the laboratory. 
You must complete our set and summon 
aid from Cupia. Meanwhile I will get Jud 
on the air, and call him here for a confer- 
ence. We have no time to wait upon him, 
or even Theoph, in this emergency.” 

Myles read the message aloud to Otto. 

“It is well,” the latter commented. “Now, 
if vou will excuse me, I must be running 


along. My disguise as a Vairking soldier 
will get me safely out of your city, and 1 
must join my father, who is planning to 
counter-attack, if a fit opportunity presents 
itself. Till we meet again.” 

“Till we meet again, in this life or beyond 
the waves,” the earth-man replied. “And 
may the Builder bless you for your hel]> 
this day.” Then he rushed to the laboratory. 

Doggo was already tuning the set. “Jud 
is not at home,” he wrote. “Sliall 1 waste 
a tube on the brickyard?” 

“No,” Myles signified with a shake of his 
head; then seizing tlie pad and stylus again, 
he wrote: “I will try and get |ud. You 
meanwhile attempt to extract magnesium 
from this piece of carnallite.” 

'J^HE ant-man knew exactly how to pro- 
ceed. Grinding the ore, he mixed it 
with salt and melted the mass in an iion 
pot, which he connected electrically with 
the carbon terminal of a line of electric bat 
teries. In the boiling pot he placed a cop- 
per plate connected with the zinc elements 
of his cells. 

By the time the earth-man returned from 
calling Jud on the radio, a coating of pure 
magnesium had begun to form on the cop- 
per anode. 

An hour or so later he scraped off his first 
vield of the precious metal, the final neces- 
sity of his projected radio set. 

At this stage Jud appeared. “Pardon the 
delay,” he started to explain. “You see, 
I — ” 

But Myles cut him short with: “Never 
mind explanations now. It is enough that 
vou are here. Sur has fallen. The beasts 
of the south and Att the Terrible are on 
the warpath. They seek to rob you of your 
Arkilu. With their aerial wagons they will 
drop magic rocks upon this city and destrov 
it. Give Doggo back his plane, and he will 
try to combat them.” 

But Jud shook his head. “You would 
merely escape,” he replied, “and then we 
would be worse off than now.” 

“Then you admit that you know the 
whereabouts of Doggo’s plane?” Myles 
eagerly asked. 

“Not at all, not at all,” the Vairking 
suavely replied. “I was merely stating that, 
even if I knew where this ‘plane,’ as you call 
it, is — ” 

“For Builder’s sake, man!” Cabot cut in. 
“This is no time to quibble over words! Give 
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US the plane, if you would save Tlieoph, 
yourself, and Arkilu.” 

“It's hardly necessary,” Jiid asserted, uji- 
ruffled. “Don’t get so excited! If Att wants 
Arkilu, he certainly won’t drop things on 
the palace. And we can defend the palace 
against all the Roies in Vairkingi.” 

"But not against magic slingshots.’’ repliee 
I he earth-man. 

"Perhaps not,’’ the noble said with a craft- 
smile; "but we shall see. Now I go to pre 
pare the defense. You are at liberty to come 
with us, if you will, or putter around yon 
lubes if you had rather. Good-by.” 

' Shift for yourselves then!” Myles shout 
I'd after him, and frantically resumed his 
work. His attempt to get the plane by strat 
agern had tailed. Perhaps Jud did not know 
anything about the plane after all. It would 
be typical of him. 

Myles had plenty of sets of grids, plates, 
and filaments all prepared. Also plenty of 
long tubes of pyrex glass. All that remained 
necessary was to coat the platinum elements 
with magnesium, fuse them into the tube, 
exhaust the air by the water method as be- 
lore, seal the tube, and his radio set would 
he complete. 

"Where is Quiwen'P” he wrote to Doggo 
■'She ought to be here helping with this.” 

"On her way from the palace,” the ant 
man replied. “I radio-phoned her there.” 

Presently she entered, and jauntily in- 
(|uired v\'hat all the excitement w'as about. 
Myles explained as briefly as possible. 

Her 01 dy answer was to shrug her golden 
shoulders and remark, “Tipi is a little fool. 
He can have me if he can get me.” 

Then she took her seat at the workbench 

.'\fter a while she inquired, “Why the rush 
with the radio set, when Vairkingi is in 
peril':^” 

Myles replied, “Our only hope now is to 
get Cupia on the air, and persuade my fol- 
lowers there to send across the boiling seas 
enough aerial wagons to defeat the beasts 
of the south, or 'Formians,’ as we call them.” 

“And will you talk with your Lilia?” she 
asked innocently. 

“Yes, if the Builder wills,” he eagerly and 
reverently replied. 

To his surprise, Quivven jumped to her 
Icet with flashing eyes, and, seizing a small 
iron anvil from the w'orkbench, she held it 
over the precious pile of platinum elements. 

"And if I drop this anvil, you will not talk 
to her. Is not that so?” 


Myles, horrified, sat rooted to his seat, un- 
able to mov e. 

CHAPTER .\VH 

I'he Battle For Vhrirkingi 

UT the flaming Quivven did not drop 
the anvil on the precious tube elements. 
Instead she flung it from her to the floor and 
^ank limply into her seat, her golden head 
■n her arms on the workbench. 

"1 couldn’t do it,” she moaned between 
obs, “for I too know what it is to love. Talk 
o her, Myles, and I will help you.” 

He gasped with relief. 'T'ou wouldn’t 
spoil all our days and davs oi labor, I am 
sure,” he said. “W'hat was the matter? I 
don’t understand vou.” 

“Yon wouldn’t,” was her leply. as she 
shook herself together and resumed work. 

After a while one of the .soldiers attached 
to the laboratory brought in word that the 
Roies and Formians were attacking the 
walls, and that “planes” were sailing around 
in the sky overhead. Cabot ga\'e word to 
mass his men to defend the laboratory at all 
costs, and went on working. 

One by one the tubes were completed and 
tested. 

From time to time Quivven would step 
into the yard, glance at the sky, and then 
report back to Myles. The Formian planes 
were scouting low, but were not dropping 
bombs. |ud had apparcntlv been right in one 
thing— tluit tlu- beasts would not risk injur- 
ing the expected prizes of war, namely 
Arkilu and Quix'ven. 

Fiom time to time runners brought word 
of the fighting at the outer wall of the city. 
It would hav e been an easy matter for the 
ant-men to bomb the gates, and thus let in 
their Roy allies, but evidently they were 
plaving safe even there. At last, however, 
word came that traitors— presumably friends 
of Tipi— had opened one of the gates, and 
that the enemy was now within the citv. 

.Still Mvles worked steadily on. 

Suddenly Quivven returned from one of 
her scouting trips in the yard with the cry, 
■‘One of the air wagons has seen me, and is 
coming down!” 

At that the Radio .Man permitted himself 
to leave his bench for a few moments and 
go to the door. True, the plane was hover- 
ing down, eagerly awaited by a score or so 
of Cabot’s V'airking soldiers armed with 
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swords, spears and bows. As tlie Foimians 
came within bowsliot tlies were met with a 
shower of arrows, most of wliich, however, 
glanced harmle.ssly off tlie metallic bottom 
of the fuselage. 

The ant-men at once retaliated with a 
shower of bullets. Two Vairkings dropped 
to the ground, and the others franticall) 
lushed to cover within the building, forcing 
back Myles and his two companions, as the 
fugitives crowded through the door. 

“Where is your magic slingshot?” one ol 
litem taiinted-him as tliey swept by. 

The earth-man shook himself and passed 
the back of one hand across his tired brow, 
then hurried to his living room. Seizing his 
rifle, he cautiously approached one of the 
slit windows svhich ovcnlooked the yard, and 
pec'ked out. The plane was on the ground. 
Four ants were disembarking. 

Here at last was a chance to secure trans- 
portation! 

Myles opened fire. 

The Formians were taken completely by 
surprise. Oh, how it did Cabot’s heart good 
to see these ancient enemies drop and 
squirm as he pumped lead into them! The\ 
made no attempt to return his fire, but scut- 
tled toward their beached plane. 

Only one of them reached it; but one was 
enough to deprive the earth-man of his 
booty. Up shot the craft, followed by a part- 
ing bullet from Myles. Then he proceeded 
to the yard once more. His furry soldiers, 
brace now that all danger was over, were 
already there before him, putting an end to 
the three wounded ant-men, with swords 
and spears. 

A strong and pungent odor filled the air. 
Myles sniffed. It was alcohol in large quan- 
tities. The plane could not last long, for he 
had punctured its fuel tank. 

Each of the dead enemies had been fully 
armed, so that, although Myles failed in his 
plan to secure the airship, the encounter had 
at least netted him three rifles and three 
bandoleers of cartridges. These he bestowed 
on Doggo, Quivven, and the captain of his 
guards, saying, "You three, with four or live 
others, had better go at once to Jud’s com- 
pound before the fighting reaches here; for, 
now that the Formians have located Quiv- 
ven, they are sure to attack again, sooner or 
later.” 

But the golden-furred princess remonstrat- 
ed with him; “Let us stay together, fight to- 
gether, and, if need be. die together.” 


“For the Builder’s sake, run along,” he 
replied testih . “We are wasting valuable 
time. I will join \'ou if the fighting gets too 
I hick hereabouts.” 

“B>it how can you?” 

“By the back way which you taught me.” 

“But von need the help of Doggo and mv- 
.If.” 

“No longci', lor the set is complete. All 
hat remains to be done is to tune in and 
cither get Cupia on the air or not. Now, as 
vou are my true friends, please run along! 

So, with a shrug and a pout, she left him. 
.And with her went Doggo, and the captain, 
and five of the guard. .Much lelieved, the 
Radio Man returned to his workbench. Al- 
though the mo\e trulv was wise for the 
safety of Qui\ ven, the ical motive which ac- 
tuated Mvlcs was a dcsii'c to h;i\e her ab- 
sent, w'hen and if he should talk to his Lilia. 

He leaned his rifle against the bcncli, 
hung the bandoleer handih near bv, and 
set to work. A few more connectioris and 
his hookup was complete. He sina eved the 
assembled set with a great deal ol satisl ac- 
tion; for, although it rcalK' as a means to 
an end, vet it was a considerable end in it- 
self alter all. as an\' radio Ian can appre- 
ciate. 

/^NCE more .Mvlcs .Staridish (iabot, clec- 
trical engineer, had demonstrated his 
premiership on two w'orlds. ffe had made a 
complete radio set out of basic natural ele- 
ments, without the assistance of a single pre- 
viouslv fabricated tool, or material! It w'as 
an unbelievable feat. Yet it had been com- 
pleted successfullv. 

With trembling hands, he adjusted the 
controls, and listened. Craduallv he tuned 
in a station. It seemed a nearbv station. 

A voice was saying: “We could not re- 
port before, O master, for w'e have only just 
repaired the set w'hich this Cabot wrecked. 
The Minorian lied when he told vou that 
he had affairs well in hand, for e\ en at that 
moment he was a fugitive. 

"He is now with the furry Cupians who 
live to the north of New' Formia. Today oiii 
forces are attacking their citv. It is only a 
matter of a few parths before he will be in 
our hands. I have spoken, and shall now' 
stand by to receive.” 

This was the supreme test*. Could Myles 
Cabot hear the reply? Adjusting his set to 
the extreme limit of its sensitivity, he wait- 
ed, his hands on the W'ave-lenglh dials. 
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Faintly but distinctly came the answer in 
llie well-known voice of Yuri the usurper: 
“You have done well. Now I will hand the 
;nitenna-phone.s to the Princess Lilia, and 1 
wish \'ou to repeat to her what yon have 
just told me. so that she mav hear it w'ith 
her own antennae and believe.” 

A pause and then Cabot heard the ant- 
man stationed at the shack on the moun- 
tains near Ynriana recount the tale ol 
I Congo’s abortive revolution and flight, ol 
t'abot’s wrecking the radio set and disap- 
pearing, of the Formian alliance with Att 
the fcrriblc, of the lall of Sur, and of the 
attack on Vairkingi, ending with the woi'ds 
which he had already caught. 

■As he listened to this narration, the earth- 
man was rapidly making up his mind what 
to do. and, as soon as the ant-man signed 
off, (iabot cut iTi with: “Lilia, dearest, do 
iicrt show any sign of surprise, but listen in- 
l('ntlv, as though the Formian were still 
spc:ikiug. This is your own Mvles. I am 
sending Irom a station which I have only 
jusi completed after many sangths of inten- 
si\c work. 

“It is true that the Formians are now at- 
tacking our citv but they cannot win. Sin 
I ('ll because we were taken bv surprise, but 
we were warned in time to defend Vairkingi. 
-Mreadi I, myself, have driven off one plane 
and killed three Formians. 

“As vet 1 have been unable to secure an 
airship, or I should have flown back to you. 
Please get in touch with Toron, or some 
other of my friends, and persuade them to 
Ifv across the boiling seas and bring me back. 

“Yuri has made it twice, and ‘what man 
has done, that can man do.’ Now 1 am abrmt 
to finish W hen I sign off, please request 
Yuri tor permission to talk to the Formian 
at Yuliana, to ask him some questions. Then 
I ell me as much as you can of yourself, our 
baby, and the situation in Cupia, before Ynri 
shuts you off. 1 have spoken, dearest.’’ 

.And Mvles stood by to receive. 

With what a thrill did he hear his own 
Lilia’s voice answer: “Oh, Formian, I have 
Prince Yuri’s permission to speak to you. 
You mav answer what I ask you, and reply 
to what 1 tell yoii, but he himself will re- 
ceive, lest I hear something which 1 ought 
not. This leads me to believe that affairs are 
not so bad with Cabot as you report.” 

“She is doing fine,” Mvles remarked to 
himself, admiringly. “So far, Yuri will not 
suspect that she is talking to me.” 


Lilia’s voice continued: “You and the 
other Formians may be interested to know 
that Prince Yuri is in complete control here. 
Bahv Kew and I are well, and are being re- 
spectfully treated by Prince Yuri as his 
guests in the palace at Knana. He has prom- 
ised me that if T will marry him, Kew can 
have the succession after his death. And this 
I might have accepted for the baby’s sake, 
but now that I know that v'ou still live, this 
cannot be.” 

“She has made a slip,” Cabot moaned. 

Evidontlv she realized it herself, for hei 
\ (liee hurried on: “Y'ou see', tlie whistling 
bees ” 

Then Yuri’s voice cut in abruptly with: 
‘Congratulations, Cabot. T don’t see liow you 
did it. Your e.x-wife would have gotten 
aci'oss a lot more information to you if she 
hadn’t iiuidv'crtentlv let me know to whom 
she was talking by licr careless use of the 
word Aon’. 1 don't know what you said to 
her, but 1 sball be on my' guard. No more 
radio for the Princess Lilia, until my hench- 
men in New Formia report your death, 
which I hope will be soon. Good-by, you 
cursed .spot of sunshine. A’uri, king of Cupia, 
signing off for the nigljt.” 

So that was that. Myles svv'itched off the 
set, and sat submerged in thought. Lilia and 
his baby were s;(fe. He doubted not that 
she vv'ould sooner or filter find means to send 
him a plane. He had given Yuri cause to 
doubt the glorious story told by the Formian 
radio operator. The new set had fulfilled its 
mission. 

But how had Yuri succeeded in climbing 
into power again in Cupia, nine-tenths of 
the inhabitants of vv'hich were loyal to Prin- 
cess Lilia and the babv king? 

Then Myles remembered her closing 
words: “The whistling bees — ” It was as 
little Jacqueline Farley had prophesied on 
her father’s New England farm, during Cab- 
ot’s brief revisit to the earth. Cabot had 
stated: “There can be no peace on any con- 
tinent which is inhabited by more than one 
race of intelligent beings”; whereat little 
Jacqueline had pointed out that the whis- 
tling bees were intelligent beings. 

Doubtless, Yuri had stirred up trouble be- 
tween the bees and their Cupian allies, and 
had ridden to the throne on the crest of this 
trouble. Portheris, king of the bees, had un- 
doubtedly been deposed; for he was too 
loyal to My'les to stand for this. 

The earth -man’s rev'erie was rudely inter- 
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ruptcd at this point bv one ol his soldieis 
who rushed into the laboratorv shouting: 
“Sir, there is fighting in vour \er\' yard!” 

^ABOT slipped the bandoleer over his 
shoulders, adjusted the straps, picked 
up his rifle, and hurried to titc floor. In the 
yard, his guards were struggling in hand-to- 
hand combat with a superior Force ot Roies. 

He could tell them apart, not only bv the 
cf)ntrast between the fine Featmes ot his own 
men and apelike laces of the intruders, but 
more easilv b\ tbe contrast between the 
leather tunics of the \'airkings and tin' nak- 
edness of the Roies. .So. standing ealmb in 
the doorwav, Vlvles began picking off the 
enemy, one by one, with his rifle. Tt was ton 
easy; almost like trap-shooting. 

But it didn’t last long, for the Roies soon 
learned what was up. and. breakin" awav 
from their opponents, crowded out through 
the gate, followed b\ a shower oF missiles 
:md maledictions. 

Cabot’s Vairkings were for following, but 
their master peremptoriK' called them back, 
and directed them to barricade the labora- 
tory. It was well that he did so, for pres- 
ently the heads of the enem\ began to ap- 
pear abo\’e the top of the fence. Esidentiv 
they had built a platform in the street. 

Soon arrows and pebbles began to flv at 
the windows of the house. The X’airkings re- 
plied with a voiles', but Cabot cautioned 
them to conserve their ammunition, and 
watch him pick off w ith his rifle, one by one. 
the heads which showed themseb es abo\e 
the paling. 

This soon ceased to be interesting. So, 
giving the rifle and bandoleer to one of the 
more intelligent of his men, and instructing 
them to hold the laboratory at all costs, the 
earth-man set out, sword in hand, by the 
back way to rejoin Doggo and Quivven. 

The alleys which he threaded were de- 
serted. He reached the rear of Jud’s com- 
pound without event, and passed in to one 
of the inclosures through a small and well 
concealed gate in the face of the wall. Quiv 
ven had pointed this route out to him be- 
fore, but never had he traversed it farther 
than this point. He looked cautiously around 
him. Then he rubbed his eyes, and looked 
again! He could hardly believe his senses! 

There stood a Formian airplane in appar- 
ently perfect condition. Approaching it gin- 
gerly with drawn sword, he circled it care- 
fully to make sure that it contained no ene- 


mies. But it was deserted. A hasty inspec- 
tion disclosed that everything was in work- 
ing order, except that the fuel tank was 
empty. 

Probably then, this was the plane at 
which he had fired. But no. for this plane 
did not even smell of alcohol. The tank had 
evidently been dry for some time, and there 
was no sign of any bullet hole in it. Gradu- 
ally the fact dawned on him that this was 
Doggo’s plane, which [ud had concealed 
horn them for so long. He must reach Doggo 
and tell him. 

At the tarther side ot the inclosure From 
the side at which lie had entered, there was 
a door. .Myles raced toward it, and flung it 
open. Beyond it there was a second inclo- 
sure similar to the first. .Mvles raced across 
this one as well, and Hune open anothei 
door, whereupon out poured a crowd ol 
Roies. upsetting him and tluowing him 
sprawling upon the ground. 

But they were as surprised as he was at 
the encounter, and this fact enabled him to 
regain his sword and scramble to his feet 
before thev were upon him again, with parrv 
and thrust. 

Good swordsman as he was, they had 
soon Forced him, his back against the wall, 
to defend his life with his trust)' wooden 
blade. Time and again one of their points 
would reach his tunic, but he kept his neck 
well guarded, and so was able to stand them 
off. 

When he had drawn liis breath and got 
his bearings, and his defense had become 
slightly a matter of routine, he recognized 
the leader of the enemy as none other than 
the traitor Tipi. His first thought was to run 
Tipi through for his treachery. But then he 
reflected that quite likely Quivven really 
loved Tipi after all. It would be a shame 
to kill this boy merely because his unrequit- 
ed love had caused him to lose his head. 

From then on, Myles had no time to re 
fleet on anything, for he was engaged in the 
difficult task of trying to defend himself 
without hurting Tipi. 

The young Vairking had recognizetl the 
earth-man, and was liurling vituperations 
at him, but Myles saved his breath for his 
sword-play. Even so, he gradually tired. 
His sword hand no longer instantly respond- 
ed to every command of his agile brain, and 
even his brain Itself became less agile. It 
was only a matter of time when he would 
he certain to make a misplay, and go down 
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before his 0 ))p()Meiits. Yet. still he strug- 
gled on. 

And then suddenly ;t new eomplication 
entered the game, for he was seized from 
behind the arms and was lifted strngglin'j 
and kicking off the gionnd, 

CHAPTER XVIII 

I HE FAEL OF VAIBKINOl 

MYLES was lifted from the ground 
by the unknown force behind which 
liad seized him beneath the armpits, his Rov 
opponents fell back away from him in sur- 
prise. But immediately their expressions 
changed to intense pleasure. Quite evidentlc 
they regarded this mysterious new power as 
an ally. 

Myles could not s(|nirm aiound to sei 
what was holding him; so still grasping his 
sword in his right hand, he felt with his 
left hand under his right armpit, and found 
there— the claw of a Fonnian! In anntliei 
moment he would be within reach of its hor 
lid jaws, and then would come the para 
Ivzing bite which he knew so well from past 
expei'ience, \e\ (‘rtheles.s he could die lie;ht 
ing. 

■Shifting his sword (|uicl<l) , so that la- held 
it point upward, he stinck backward with it 
across bis sbonidei. and had the satisiaction 
ol hearing and feeling it glint on the cara- 
pace of bis captor. A lew' moie strokes, and 
Ijy lucky chance his blade might find a joint 
in the black shell nl the ant-man. 

Hut just as be w'as about to strike again 
a Familiar \oice behind him called out, 
"Stop, Vlyles, tor Builder's sake, stopi It i.s 
lYoggo W'ho holds vou, and is lescninii' \’nu 
from your enemies.” 

ft was the \’oice of Qiiivveu. I'ipi <md the 
Boies instantly understood and made a rush 
at their late victim; but they were too late, 
lor Doggo bad lifted the earth-man salelv 
n\’er the wall. There stood Qniv\en and the 
members of their guard. 

"Quick, Doggo, the rifles!” Myles shouted. 
' "i our missing plane is in the next inclosnre. 
\Ve must reach it before the enemy does.” 

Of course, this was all lost on the radio- 
sense of the Formian, but the other mem- 
bers of the party acted at once. On their side 
of the wall there was a platform near the 
lop. Springing lightly onto this, the furry 
maid and the captain of tine guard co\ ered 
the Boies with their tifles. 


‘Voiil’ exclaimed fipi in surprise. 

‘What did you expect?” Qnivven tamiteil, 
"You attacked this city in search of me. 
Here I am. Yon can have me, if yon can 
catch me. But you had better not try it just 
now, for 1 and my friends have these magic 
sling-shots, which can kill at almost any dis- 
lance. Go qiiicklv before I trv if on yon. for 
old times’ sake, go!” 

But Tipi and his Boies stood steadlasl. 
the' captain and Qnivvprj fired: two Boies 
dropped, and the others Hed precipitately 
out through the gates by which they cu- 
tered. Tipi tlie Steadlasl was left alone cou- 
Ironting Cabot and his companions. But he 
never budged. 

Ovei tiie leiice vaulted tlie live Y'aiikiiig 
”uarclsmcn in theii leather armor, and :il- 
tacked their renegade countryman, who, be- 
ing a noble, wore onlv a leather helmet. "I he 
unequal contest eonld have but one resnll. 
Yet Qnivven looked on complacently at llie 
impi'iidine downhill ol her loiiner sweet 
licai'l 

(dihol, how ever, had more heart. Ituimiiig 
along the platloriii w'ilhiii the wall, he vault 
ed over at a point distant horn the contest 
sneaked steadilv up on "fipi, and siiddeiilv 
llirottled him from heliiiid at the same tiiiK- 
shoiiting to lii.s own henchmen to desist. I he 
live X'airkings ohedieutiv dropped I heir 
swords and then trussed up the voniiu no 
hie w'itli his own leatlier belt and sword-sliug 
Irv placing liim in a sitting |jostnre, Iving 
Ids ankles together, slipping a piece ol stick 
beneath his knees, plac ing his elbows imdei 
the ends of (his stick, and tying his wrists 
together in front ol his shins. Also thev 
gaerged him. .\rid tlius thev lelt the traitor, 
rolled ignominiorislv into :i corner, his evavs 
lilazing w'ith a piteous hale. 

Meanwhile Doggo, exploring the e.sils, 
had seen his plane! He returned 4:n the 
group, bristling with excitement, and made 
signs to them to lollow Inim. Out ol re- 
spect for his jov, none of the party let 
on that Cabot had been the first to find 
the airship and had already informed them 
of it. So they followed Doggo and gave 
every indication of being much impressed. 

With loving touch the huge black ant- 
man caressed each strut and brace, and 
guy, and joint, and lever, as he made a 
thorough inspection of his long-lost craft. 
All appeared to be in perfect condition. 
Even the bombs, the rifle, and the am- 
munition were intact. 
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^'lOln soniewheie in ihe inleiior ol the 
Insilage Doggo produce<l a pail ol paper 
and a ^’ormian stylus, and wrote: “Alco- 
hol. We mu.sl have alcohol. Then awav 
hom lhe.se accursed shores Idrever.” 

Sei/ing the writing materials Myles re 
plied, “You have tour rifles. Let me take 
one ol ihem. Protect' this plane with the 
other thiee. while I leturn alone hv the 
hack way and hring the alcohol here undei 
convoy of tlie cntiie laboratorv guard.’’ 

Then, giving no time lor dissent, he 
.s< i/.ed the rifle and bandoleer from tire 
plane, and was gone. Out through the next 
irrclosrrre he went, slid rrperi Ihe secrrel 
door irt the wall, and peered carrtiorisK orrt 
Orre lone ant-mair with ride arrd b:rndolei-i 
was parrrding the alley. 

.Myles tired, brrt missed, lire Lorniran 
promptly tirok covet behind a pile ol rrrb 
Irish, and lired back. :Vlvles Irastilv with 
(hi'W, then cartlioitsly pul his head thifrugh 
lire operring again in order to lake a shot 
al his erremy. But the etri'rnv fired Htsl. the 
brtllcl grazing the leather IteltTrcl rtl the 
r'arlltrrran and stuiming Irinr irottsidipabh 
St) he sal rrn the ground within the irrcltr 
srrrf, arrd rtrbbed his .sore head lor a lew 
inirrrrtes. W'lral a narrow escapel 

rircrr he hrtd art idea, lie prrrppcd his 
hat rr|) orr a stick, so that it w'orrid s\va\ 
gcrrilv in the breeze, its rirrr jrrsi pi))|eet 
irrg through the opetlitrg irr the w;tll, gi\ ing 
e\crv irrdicatiorr ol life. Therr he ran 

rprieklv alorrg irrside the wall, rrntil he ertme 
lo a eorrrer, which Ire judged must be aborrt 
rrpprrsile lire rrrbbish heap \vhic:h sheltered 
lire f'rrrrrriatr. Clirnbitrg C|uietlv rtp the strrd- 
rlirrg al this ptrrnt, he peered earcfullv o\ er. 
I'herc hty his black erremy, orrly a lew 
li-el away, steadilv watching the bobbittg 
eilge ol the helmet. 

Two shots Irom Cabots rifle, and the 
vigil was o\er; arrd snort the earth-man. his 
Irelmel regairred, and with an extra rifle 
arrd cartridge bell Hitrrg across his shoulders, 
was proceedirrg rrrrmolesled dowrr ihe alley 

TTE reached the laboratory witlrout lurther 
irdventure, and lotrnd everything as 
he had left it. The guard, however, reported 
that they had had to repulse- three assaults 
by Roies, the last of which had been led 
by a Formian aiTned with a rifle. 

“If it had not been for this magic sling- 
shot which you left with us,” said the 
guardsman, “we shorrld have been beaten. 


But the surprise of the savage ones at tiiid- 
ing us thus armed was so great that even 
their leader could not rally them, though 
the beast did kill several of our men before 
he finally fled with his Roy henchmen.” 

The radio man then informed them ol 
his intention to carl the alcohol to Jud’s 
rrrclosure, where new wonders would be 
performed. Accordingly, all except a few 
sentinels withdrew irrto ihe laboralory to 
load up. 

First .Vlyles sorted tjrrt Ihe boltles which 
were small enough to carry conveniently, 
.md therr (illed these bottles with alcohol 
Ir'om the large carltoys irr which il was 
stored. I'his lell a dozerr or so carboys 
still rruernptied. It worrld be a pity lo leave 
Ihese behind, bul il worrld be im]tossible 
(r) gel a Cirrt orrl by lire back wrry. 

.So the radio rrratr gave hastv directioirs lo 
lake arr erirptv carl ihirmgh his front gate 
rrndcr grrard, arrd allerrrjtl to gel it around 
In lire viiriorrs wirrding streets into the 
rllev vvrthorrl its herng captrrred by the 
i-rremv. Meirrrwhile all lire alcohol was 
rrroved to the allev gale, arrd Ireavilv 
wrrarrh'd ihcrc 

W hile this was heirrg dorre .Mvles Cabot 
look a lew rrrinrrlcs' time lor a larewell 
glance aroiurd his laboraloi'v, wliich he 
was ahoiil lo (jiril lor the Iasi time, fie 
had enjoved workirrg lane, loi' ther'e is r-ro 
Irrrnrari pleasui'c greater lharr the joy of 
accotrrplishrncni. arrd hei'e he had accom 
plishcd the almost superhurnarr task ol 
building up a comjtlete sending arrd receiv 
irr radio set orrt r)! its basic elements. Everr 
though he was at last aborrt to journey 
home lo his Lilia and his babv sorr in Cupia, 
he hateil to leave ibis preciorrs set. 

.Arr irresistible irnpirlse drew him to it, 
as a loadstorre draws a magnet. He placed 
his lirrgers orr the controls. He tuned to 
the same wave lerrgth orr which he had 
talked and received earlier in the day. 

.A v'oice was speaking in the language of 
Forrnia and Cupia: “Vairkingi is about to 
fall. O master, and with it the Minorian 
mrrst certainly get into our hands, for oirr 
scout fliers are circling the outer walls to 
the city to prevent his escape.” 

So that was why the ant plarres hadn't 
bothered them recently. 

“But O master,” the voice ol the ant- 
man continrred. “I have bad news to report 
along with the good: for while practically 
our entire populace was engage,! vv'llr the 
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liordt's ()1 oiii ally, Att tlie Terrible, in 
besieging Vairkiugi, olher hordes of furry 
savages under Grod tlie Silent have attacked 
and captured our own city of \uriana, and 
with it have seized onr reserve planes and 
supplies of ammunition. I have—” 

But bclore the Formian could complete 
his signing off, Myles slammed over the 
leaf switch, and cut in with; "Cabot speak- 
ing. Cabot .speaking. Know then. O Yuri, 
that Vairkiugi will not tall. Mv Lirms are 
victoi ious here as at vonr ant citv ol Y nri- 
ana. Prcscntlv you will cease to leccire any 
lurther messages bom either here or sour 
own mountain station, and then vou will 
knoyv that the last of \our Formians has 
perished off the face ol this continent. 

■‘.Soon you mav expect me and m\ lurry 
allies to flv across the boiling seas to re- 
deem Cupia, but of our coming we sh.dl 
give V'ou no further warning. Tremble and 
await us. Meanwhile believe none of the 
stories which vour henchmen will lalselv 
send you to keep up your cour.ige. .Ynswer 
me now. and tell me that you ha\e re- 
ceived mv message. 1 have spoken.” 

Then he set the switches to receive. 

Back came the an.swer. but it was from 
the mountain station to the south, and it 
came from Prince Y’uri in Cupia; ‘‘It is a 
lie. The Minorian lies.” 

Of eoui'se it was a lie, but it w’as war; 
and Yuri would not know which version 
to credit. If anything should happen to 
the sending set near the citv of the ants, 
Y‘uri certainly would believe the worst 
from that time on. Cabot smiled to him- 
self. The Formian continued denying, and 
explaining, and apologizing. Finally he 
signed off. and then Prince YTiri got on the 
air. “Listen, O Formian,” he said, “and you. 
O Cabot. I received both of your messages. 
Naturally, I believe my own man. Call 
me again when you have something lurthei 
to report. 1 have spoken.” 

“He may believe his own henchman 
m>io,” Cabot muttered to himselt, “but 
later he will begin to doubt.” 

rben. shutting off his set, he penned a 
hurried note in duplicate to Otto the Bold. 

Congraliilations on the capture of the 
city of the black beasts. Destroy their hut 
in the nionntains. where v'ou first shot 
arrows at me, and first saw me use the 
magic slingshot. Destroy it at all costs, 
for with It ends the power of the beasts. 

Cabot the .Minorian. 


/"AXF copy he gave to each ol two ol the 
most trusted ol his laboratory guards, 
and adjured them at all costs to break 
through the lines separately and get the 
message to the prince of the friendly faction 
of the Boies. 

“It either ol mv Y'aiikings suceeeds in 
reaching Prince Otto,” Mv les said to him 
sell, “it will mean the end of Yuri’s re- 
ports liom this continent. ’ 

Then vvith a sigh the B.idio Man picked 
up an iron mallet and demolished his own 
radio set, the work ol so m;my hours of 
care. When lie had linislied. there w'as not 
a fragment lelt intact. 

“Tin's, too, must pass,’ he (]uoted sadly 

.At this point one of his Vairkings rushed 
in upon him with a shout; “A party ol 
Boies is attacking the ;dlev gate.” 

Shakinii himself together, the Radio Man 
bade lareuell to his beloved laboratory, 
picked up his two riHes and his ammuni- 
tion, and hastened to take command ol 
his forces. He found that his cart had safely 
got around to the gate, but that a hand-to- 
hand conflict for its possession vvas now in 
progress between the guard and a large 
force of Roies. So inter-mingled were the 
contestants that the leader of the Vairkings 
had not dared to use the rifle. 

Cabot, however, had the confidence ol 
greater experience. A few well placed shots 
fired by him from the gate, and the enemy 
broke away and retreated down the alley 
Myles handed out one of his own two rifles, 
thus raising the number of his riflemen to 
two. These, with several bowmen, took 
cover down the alley to hold off anv 
countei-attack by the enemy. 

The carboys of alcohol were then quickly 
loaded into the cart, along with all the re 
serve ammunition which Doggo had manu 
factured, and the expedition set forth. 
Cabot with his rifle in the lead, the othei 
two riflemen and the archers forming a 
rear guard, closely followed by the hostile 
band of Roies. But, in spite of this pursuit, 
all went well until the party turned into the 
alley of the secret door to Jud’s inclosure. 

Here they found the way blocked by a 
formidable body of the lurry savages, led 
by half a dozen ant-men armed with rifles. 
Luckily there vvas plenty of rubbish in the 
alley behind which to take cover from 
those ahead. Those behind were not much 
of a problem, not having any firearms other 
than bows and arrows. 
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But it Wiis aggiawiting to bo slopped 
witliin sight of one's goal. Furthermore, three 
of the rifle-armed ants promptly departed, 
doubtle.ss for the purpose eithei' of bring- 
ing up reenforeements, or of joining the 
Roies who were on the other side of Cabot’s 
party. 

There was no time to be lost. The rifles 
were now three to three. Accordingly the 
earth-man called his arcni'rs from tire rear 
and ordered a charge. Of course, his por- 
ters could not fight while carrying a bottle 


and ime.spectedly apireared o\ or the top of 
the wall, Quivven the Golden Flame, Doggo 
the ant-man, and six Vairking guardsmen. 
Quivven and two guardsmen held rifles with 
which they promptly covered the ap- 
proaches to the alley, w'hile Doggo started 
hurling airplane homhs into the group of 
Roies Ted by his three countrymen. 

When the smoke cleared the alley was 
cleared as well. Here and there were arms 
and legs and other anatomical sections ol 
Roies and Formians. All the sm\i\(us had 
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Heel. Myles picked up two ant riHes and tlie 
Iwisted remains ol a third, and hurriedly 
passed what was left of his precious liquid 
fuel in through the little gate in the wall. 

Nearly lialf the bottles and carboys had 
lieen broken during the fighting. The V'air 
king dead numbered about a dozen, wit) 
several more wounded. These were broughi 
within tlip inclosure and ministered to b' 
Quivven. 

By this time the pink twilight had begin 
to settle over the planet Poros. Departun 
tliat day was now out of the question 
Accordingly guards were posted, and th( 
lest ol the party prepared to spend tin 
night close to the plane, on tapestries filched 
from the jialace of Jud the Excuse-Makei'. 

The Radio Man himself was nearlv ex 
hausted, liaving worked steadily for thirty- 
six hours on the completion of his set and 
the subsetnient fighting. Yet before he 
turned in he inquired about the state ol 
the battle. 

It appeared that little was known, save 
that the city was ovemm bv ant-men and 
the furry savages of Att the Terrible, and 
that isolated groups of Vairkings were de- 
fending as best thev could their respective 
inclosures against the invaders. Cabot re- 
ported the capture of the ani city by Grod 
the Silent, which news served to liearten 
his ow'u little band considerably. 

The mention ol the radio set, wherebv 
he had olitained this information, suggested 
to him to ask: “Have you tried to get the 
palace of Theoph the Grim with the small 
set in Jud’s quarters?" 


“Ves,’ (liii\\('n rcjilied, “repeatedly, but 
no one answers. You see, the palace set is 
in mx ow n rooms, and it has probably not 
occurred to anyone to go there. 

Then thev lay dowm for a fitful night ol 
lioLits and shots and flares. But no one 
I tacked the inclo.sure which they occupied. 

Along toward morning the earth-man fell 
nto a soundless sleep, only to be aw'akened 
')V one of his Vairking .soldiers shaking him 
oughly by the shoiddcr. 

“Aw'ake! the Icather-clad warrior 
honied. “Awake! Vairkingi is in flames, 
''he fire is rapidly eating its way towaird us. 

It was true. All around them was the 
iincanny red of the conflagration. Overhead 
diere sped flocks ol sparks against a back- 
ground of billowy clouds of smoke, and a 
further background of jet-black sky. Imme- 
diate steps were necessary to protect their 
airship from the Hying embi-rs. 

.Accordingly the bottles and carboys ol 
alcohol were emptied into the fuel tank of 
the craft, and tlien filled with w'ater. Brooms 
of brush were brought and used to beat oul 
such sparks as endangered the )rlane. Doggo 
tested tile motors, and found them in good 
order. 

The tapestries were loaded on board. 
Then there remained nothing they could 
do except keep watch, guard the plane, and 
aw'ait the dawn; although, of course, if the 
holocaust should approach loo near it would 
become necessary for them to flv, night or 
no night. 


Have You Obtained Your Finlay Portfolio! 

There are a few left at the .same price at which we offered 
them before— 60c for the folder of eight beautiful reproductions 
of F. F. M. illustrations, or $1.00 for the portfolio, together with a 
year’s subscription to F. F. M. 


Send money to The Frank A. Munsey Company 

280 Broadway, N. Y. 




Meanwhile it occurred to Mvles to try 
once more to get tlie palace on the air; so, 
'vith rifle and ammunition slung over his 
shoulders, and carrying a torch, he pro 
ceeded to Jud’s quarters. 

On the way he c.spicd a dark torm crouciv 
ing in a corner of the fence of one ol tin 
inclosures. 

CHAPTER XIX 

IHE BATTLE IN IT IE AIB 

^ABOT unslung his ride, held his torch 
high above him. and approached tile 
crouching figure. 

The crouching figure groaned. It was 
Tipi, still trussed up, forgotten by all. Myles 
cut his bonds and helped him to his feet, 
but he collapsed again with a groan. So. 
leaving him lying there, the earth-man 
hastened back to the plane, and then re- 
turned with one of his Vairkings, whom he 
instructed to take charge of the young noble 
until be was aide to walk, and then turn 
him loose through the secret gate into the 
alley. There was no point in leaving even 
an enemy to be burned to death, trussed up 
in a corner. 

Tipi attendefi to, Mvles proceeded to 
Jud’s quarters, where he tuned in the 
palace. The result was immediate. 

“Jud speaking,” said a \oice. “Answer. 
Cabot. For Builder’s sake, ansu'er!” 

“Cabot speaking,” he replied, “1 am at 
your quarters, O Jud. With me are Quivven, 
Doggo, and about two dozen of the labora- 
tory guards. We have eight magic slingshots 
now, and also the magic aerial wagon, which 
you have so long concealed from me. As 
soon as day breaks we sliall rise in the air 
and do battle with the beasts. If you had 
let me have this wagon bclorc, t could 
have pic'ventcd the fall of ^'airkingi. Now 
it may be too late. How are lliings with 
vou?” 

Back came the answer. "■Thcoph the 
Grim, Arkilu the Beautiful, and I are safe 
in the palace, with most of the army of the 
Vairkings. So far we liave repulsed everv 
assault of the beasts and their Roy allies, 
but their magie slingshots do frightful havoc. 
Come and rescue us, O magician.” 

To which Cabot replied; “With day- 
light I shall come.” 

As he came out of the house he looked 
up at the skv. The background, against 


which swirled the smoke clouds, now 
showed faintly purple. By the time he 
rejoined his party by the plane, day had 
come. And it was well, for the buildings In 
the next inclosure had started to burn. 

Cabot gave his parting instructions to 
the captain of the guard: “Take six of these 
eight rifles. Convoy the Princess Quivven 
to her lather’s palace.” 

"But am I not going with you?” she 
interrupted in surprise. 

“I am afraid not, my dear,” Myles sadly 
replied. “You have been a good little pal, 
and I hate to leave you, but you would 
be entirely out of place among the Cupiuns. 
Besides there is every chance of our perish- 
ing in crossing the boiling .seas.” 

“Then vou are going home?” she wailed. 

You are jilanning to desert us in our 
rxtrcmilv? ’ 

“No,” lie answered, “1 shall first fight 
the ant-rncu, and do all that 1 can to save 
Vairkingi. When I am done, you will be 
safer here tlian you would be with me." 

But she sank to the ground by his side 
and buried lier head on her arms, sobbing: 
“.Myles, Myles, I love you. Can’t you see 
that f losecl vou all this time? Oh, you arc 
so blind. Y'ou must take me with you. Your 
Quivven. Y’our own little Golden Flame.” 

Tile earth-man sternly put her in the care 
of one of the guards, saying grimly: “This 
makes it more impossible for you to go with 
me, Quivven, for I have a wdfe and child 
in lliat other land across the seas. 1 am 
soiTv, sorrier than I can say, that you have 
come to love me. Can’t you see, Quivven, 
that this effectually seals the question? If 
it had not been for this, I might have 
yielded to your entreaties, but now it is 
impo.ssible.” 

Then to the captain of the guards: “With 
these six rifles, march to the palace and join 
the forces of Theoph and Jud. I will en- 
deavor to destroy as many of the beasts as 
possible before I finallv leave you and 
depart for my own country. Start at once, 
leaving only tw’O or three of your number 
to help us.” 

So the guard inarched away, dragging .i 
reproachful and tear-stained Quivven with 
them. Three leather-clad Vairkings re- 
mained, and these shortly were joined by a 
fourth. Cabot half consciously noticed this 
new arrival, but paid little attention in the 
bustle of his preparations. 

The tapestries which were to serve in 
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place of fire-worm fur to swathe himself 
and Doggo in their flight across the boiling 
seas were rearranged so as to take up less 
room. The goggles, which he had brought 
from the laboratory, were packed with them. 
The bombs and rifle ammunition were 
placed in handy positions. A small quantity 
of provisions were added. Everything was 
lashed down. 

Then Myles drew Doggo to one side for 
a conference and wrote: “I plan first to 
attack those Formians and Roies who are 
besieging Theoph’s palace; then to dispose 
of as many as possible of the scout planes. 
How many of these are there?” 

“VVc had seven airships in our city in 
the south,” wrote Doggo in reply. “This is 
one of them here. One is probably tempor- 
arily disabled by the shots which you fired 
in the laboratory yard. That should leave 
five.” 

“Can we fight five?’ 

“Most assuredly,” Doggo wrote, agitating 
his antennae eagerly. 

“Then let’s go!” wrote Cabot. 

With a quick take-off diagonally down 
the inclosure, the huge bombing plane 
rose slowly into the air amid shouts from 
the Vairking soldiers below. It was now 
bioad daylight. Myles glanced over the rail, 
and noted that there were now only three 
leather-clad warriors. He vaguely wondered 
what had become of the fourth, but it was 
too late to inquire. 

Up through the swirling sparks and smoke 
the\ rose, up, up, until they could get a 
bird’s-eye view of the whole city of Vair 
kingi. There, on a slight eminence in the 
center, stood the palace and inclosures of 
the white-furred king, its walls manned by 
leather-clad Vairking warriors, surrounded 
bv savage besiegers. The flames had not 
vet reached that part of the city, and with 
a change in the wind, appeared to be sweep- 
ing past it. 

MYLES and Doggo circled the palace 
they noted that practically all the ant- 
men within sight were massing in a side 
street, evidently preparing for an assault. 
How convenient! Myles took the levers and 
swooped low, while Doggo deluged his 
fellow countrymen with bombs. When their 
sudden attack was over, fully half of the 
Formian menance to the citv had been 
wiped out. 

Now for the scout planes. These, five 


in numher, could be seen circling the out- 
skirts of the city. The two friends were 
able to approach one of these without being 
suspected of being an enemy. Before its 
flyers realized the peril it had gone down 
in flames fiom one well-placed bomb. 

The other four scout planes at onee 
realized that their own countryman. Doggo, 
had returned to do them battle, and accord- 
ingly converged upon him. Again the two 
friends exchanged places. And then there 
took place one of the finest examples of 
aerial warfare which the earth-man had ever 
witnessed. 

This was not like the battles with the 
whistling bees before the advent of Cabot- 
made rifles on the planet Poros, when the 
fighting tail of the plane was pitted against 
the sting of the bee. For now it was rifle 
against rifle, bomb against bomb. 

One by one the enemy planes crashed 
to the ground, as Doggo spiraled, looped, 
tailspun, and side-slipped. At last there 
was only one Formian opponent left. 

Doggo maneuvered to a position just 
above it, and Cabot reached for a bomb to 
give it the coup cle grace. 

But the bombs were all gone! And the 
ant-men in the plane below were raising 
their rifles, watching for a good opening. 

What was to be done? With Doggo’s deaf 
ness to sound waves, it would be impossible 
to explain the situation to him in time for 
him to veer away. He naturally assumed 
that, as he maneuvered the ship into this 
position of advantage, Cabot would at once 
put an end to the fight. 

In this extremity the earth-man sudden!) 
thought of the obsolete fighting tail. Its 
levers were there. Was it still in operation? 
He would see. 

Grasping its levers, he manipulated them 
swiftly, and drove the tip of the tail through 
the fuel tank of the enemy. Two bullets 
zipped by him. Then the machine below 
careened and soared to earth— or rather. 
Poros— followed by a stream of shots from 
the earth-man’s rifle. The battle was over. 

Cabot relieved Doggo at the controls, and 
circled the palace once more. His own 
squad of laboratory guards were just enter- 
ing one of the palace gates. The captain 
waved to him. But he noted that Quivven 
was not among them. Poor girll What could 
have become of the poor little golden 
creature? 

But there was no time to ask. With so 
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iiiaiiy ol tlie iuils killicl, nil tlieir airtinlt 
disabled and the Vairkings firmly en- 
lienehed in the palace and supplied with 
at least six ant-i'illes, Qnivven's people were 
ill as good a position as possible. 

For Cabot to stop now miglil mean not 
only renewed complications with the golden 
maid, but also possibly the confiscation of 
his plane bv |ud. It would not pay to take 
any chances; he must hasten home to 
Lalla, leaving the ants, the Koies. and the 
\'airking.s to contend loi the possession of 
I he burning cit\ . 

As he turned the nose of the airship up- 
ward and began the ascent preparatory to 
Hving across the western mountains to the 
sea, he observed a large inarching body 
of troops far to the south These might 
change his responsibility ssilh respect to 
his late hosts; it would only take a few 
minutes to investigate; so southward he 
liirned the plane. 

The marching troops were Roies. as he 
judged by their absence ol leather armor. 
Swooping low he picked out the lace of 
their leader. It was Otto the Bold, .son ol 
Crod the Silent, the leader ol the friendly 
faction of the furry wildmen of the hills. 
Having captured and sacked the citv ol 
the ants, thev were now evidentlv on theii 
way to relieve Xhiirkingi. 

The last feeling ol obligation passed Irom 
the earth-man, as. waving to his savage 
friend, he turned the nose of his plane 
upward once more. Then it occurred to him 
that, having flown so far south, he might 
jiisl as well take a final look at the ant-city. 
Besides, this would place him in exactly the 
location where the ant-men had landed 
wlu'ii thev Hew east across the boiling seas 
Irom Ciipia lo found New Formia, and 
thus would be a good point Inr him to take 
iilf ill his Iliwhl w'estward 

.Aecordingiv. he turned to I fie rigl it until 
he lopped Ihc mountain range, then turned 
III the left .icaiii .md lollowed the range 
sonihward. 

But a tropical I hnndei storm lorced him 
lo descend in a cleft ol hills. Myles hoped 
that this rain extended to Vairkingi. and 
would seiAi- to (]nench its fires. 

A F I FR siwcral hours, the w r ather cleared 
^ *■ once more. The two companions com- 
pared notes on the ;idventures which had 
befallen them since their first hop-off that 
morning. Then thev embarked once more. 


and continued their course .soutliw'ard. Soon 
they passed over the smoking ruins ol tl)e 
once-imprcguable Sur, and at last came to 
the little radio hut of the Formians. 

‘ This, too, was in ruins; Otto had received 
his note. Wireless communication between 
Cupia, and Vairkingia and New Formia 
w'as at an end. Yuri would now believe the 
w'or.st that Cabot had told him over the air. 
.And that worst was likely to prove to be 
the truth after all. 

Swinging to the westward, Myles passed 
over the deserted city of the ants, patiolled 
hv a handful ol Otto’s Roies; and thence on 
and on until there loomed helore liim a 
solid wall of steam, ft was the boiling sea, 
over which he must pass in order to rejoin 
his loved ones. 

Ilox fling gently down on a little silver 
green mc'adoxv about five miles inland, the 
two lugitives prepared for the trip. First 
thev pulled off some ol the tiipestries to pad 
the luel tank. 

And there belore them lav a figure in 
leather V'airkiug armor, a golden figure smil- 
ing up at tliem, little Quivvori, whom thev 
(honght thev had lelt behind. 

■ "t'oul Mvles exclaimed, scowling. 

"Vi's.’ she replieil. "1 usiiallv accomplish 
what I set out to do. When yon sent me 
awav. I persuaded one ol the gmirds to lend 
me his suit. Then 1 returned, helped with 
the loading, and hid mvsell while voii and 
Doggo were writing notes to each other. But 
1 nearlv died ol fright when vou were turn- 
ing me oxer and over, np there in llu' skv. 

.Mx les sighed resiguedlv. ' I can t send von 
back now,” he said, "though what I shall do 
with x'OU in Cupia, the Builder onlx knows!” 

So the three friends comjxleted the pre))- 
arations. and then sat down tovi'thei lor a 
meal. 

It was too late to start theii Ifiaht that 
dax’ and. besides, a rest xvoiild do them all 
good; so thev encamped for the remainder 
of the afternoon and the night. 

The next morning, as Ihe first faint flush 
of pink tinged the easlern sky, thev took 
their farewell meal on Ahiirkingian soil, 
rhen, sxvathed in tapestries and xvith gog- 
gles in place, thev took their stations in the 
plane, and headed siraiglit for the bank ol 
sle;im. 

As they passeil xxilhin its clouds, all sinhl 
was blotted out. 

They had decked the Insil.ige over like' .m 
Eskimo kavack. onix' Cabot 's xxc H \m .ipp. d 
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Iieacl protiudiiig. Witlilri, Doggo manlpulal- 
ed the levers and walclied the altiineter and 
gyro-compass by the light ol a Vaiiking 
stone lamp; strange mingling of modernitv 
and archaism. Cabot’s \ igil was for the pur- 
pose of guarding agafnst flying too high, am' 
thus piercing the cloud envelope and expo- 
ing them to the fatal glare of the sun. 

On and on thev went. Cabot conlri st. 
nothing. The hot vapor condensed on fii 
wrappings, seeped ifirongh. and scalded hi' 
head and shoulders nnbearablv . Finally, h( 
could stand it no longer. He pulled in hi- 
head and tore off the bandages. The rebel 
was instantaneous. Me seized the levers, and 
Doggo took his place at the opening. 

But at last ev en Doggo succumbed. Hav 
ing braved the heat too long, he collapsed 
weakly on the floor ol the cockpit. 

"ft’s my turn,” Qnivven shouted, above 
the noise of the motois. "Nf)vv aren't vou 
glad you brought me along?' 

And in spite of Cabot’s remonstrances, she 
swathed her golden head and stuck it 
through the opening. 

By this time, scalding vvatei' was leaking 
through all the covering ol the cockpit. It 
was only a cpiestion ol minutes before it 
vv'ould soak through the bodv-coverings of 
tho.se within. 

But just then the girl cried out. "Land. 
Land, once more; and clear silver skv.” 

Doggo revived and tore oft the covers. 
True, the stciim bank of the boiling seas lav 
behind them. Below them was the silver- 
green land. 

Vt'hat dirl it hold in store? 

CHAFl'EB \X 

r Ml-; wHOO.vi.vNos 

'^HOROUGHLY exhausted bv their flight 

across the boiling seas, the Radio Man 
and his two strange companions— the huge 
ant-man. Doggo, and the beautiful, goldeir- 
furred Vairking maiden, Quivven— wished to 
land at once, vvithout waiting to ascertain 
what particular section of Cupia lay beneath 
them. But the entire area below appeared to 
he thickly wooded. 

Accordingly the fugitives hovered down 
to a short distance above the ground and 
then just skimmed the treetops at a slow 
rate of speed, keeping a careful watch for a 
landing place. Thev had not long to wait, 
for presently thev espied a road running be- 


neath the trees: and, after putting on more 
speed and lollovv ing this road lor a couple of 
stalls, thev finallv came to a sufficiently large 
( learing a short distance from the road, to 
■nable them to setlle down (|nietlv to the 
round. 

The parts <|nicklv disembarked upon the 
Iver-green svvaid. and llic three compan- 
'iis tlien broke through the hushes to the 
lad. which pioved to he ol dirt although 
ell-trav eled. 

Mvles remarked. " I his innst hi some very 
nt-of-the-vv av pari ol mv connii v . lor prac- 
icallv all ol onr roads arc built ol concrete, 
i material similar to the cement with which 
I fastened the hriiks together in making onr 
Inrnaccs in Y'airkingi. ' 

Quivven shuddered. "Please don t remind 
me of mv poor citv . she begged piteously; 
then in a mori' resigned lone: “But that is 
behind us. Let ns lorgct it ;ind lace the fu- 
ture. Von were speaking ol cement roads?’ 

'Yes.' Mvles replied "The lad that this 
road is not maile ol concrete indicates that 
it is not a main highway, hut the I act that 
it is well-worn sliovvs that it is traveled con- 
sidcrablv . Lcl ns thcrelore wail lor some 
passei -by who can tell ns where we are.” 

,At this point Doggo produced a pad and 
stvlns. and wrote. "Let me in on this. ” 

Cabot obligingly tr;mscrihcd. in Porovian 
short-hand an account ol the convcr.sation. 
Meanwhile the golden girl abstractedly ex- 
amined the toliage beside the road. 

While Doggo was reading the manuscript. 
Quiv ven called Cabot’s attention to the trees 
and shrubs, "How diflerent thev are from 
those in Vairkingia she remarked. 

“That is to be expected, ” Myles answered, 
“for vour laud and mine are separated by 
boiling seas aci'oss which no seeds or spore.s 
could pass and live. Thus it is surprising that 
the two continents snpivort even the same 
general classes of life. Come, I will point 
out to you some of the more common forms 
of our flora.” 

He had in miuil to show her the red- 
knobbed gray lichen-tree; and the tartan 
bush, the heart-shaped leaves of which are 
put to so many uses bv the Cupians; and 
the saffra herb, the roofs of vvhicli are used 
for anaestfiesia; and the blue aud yellow 
dandclionlike wild flowers. But although he 
searched for a hundred paces or so along 
the road, he was unable to locate a single 
specimen ol these vi-rv common bits of 
Porov ian v I'gctat ion. 
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“It is strange,” he muttered halt to him- 
self. “When 1 want to show the common 
plants of Ciipia, I find nothing hiit unfa- 
miliar plants, and yet I’ll bet that if I were 
to go out in search of rare specimens for my 
castle garden at Lake Luno, I should find 
nothing but tartan, saffra, lichen-trees, and 
blue dandelions. ” 

The mention of Luno Castle turned his 
thoughts homeward with a jerk. Here he was 
at last, after many adventures, on the sam(> 
continent with his Lilia and his babv Kcw. 
He had come here to rescue them, if it were 
not too late, from Yuri the usurper and his 
whistling bees. Now that he was apparentb 
within reach of his loved ones, he began to 
worry about their safetv a great deal moia- 
than ever before. 

But this fear for Lilia was completelv out- 
weighed by a growing fear of Lilia. What 
would she say to his two allies? Doggo, the 
ant-man, was a representative of a race 
which Cabot had vowed to exterminate 
from the face of Poros; lor, as he had re- 
peatedly asserted, there can be no lasting 
eace on any continent, which is inhabited 
y more than one race of intelligent beings. 
And Quivven, the golden-furred Vairking 
maiden, would be even more difficult to ex- 
plain. She was beautiful, ev^en by Cupian 
standards. She was moie nearly the same 
race as Myles than was his own wife, Lilia. 
She and Myles could talk together, unheard 
by the radio-sense of Lilia. In these circum- 
stances, it was hardly possible that the Prin- 
cess Lilia would receive Quivven with open 
arms, or even be passably decent to her. 

At this point, his reverie was interrupted 
by Doggo handing him the following note; 

If we are to await pas.sers-by, do you not Ihink 
it would be well to return to the iilane and secure 
our rifles, so as to protect ourselves in case the 
passers-by should prove to be hostile? 

Myles nodded his assent, and informed 
Quivven of their intentions. She, being near- 
er to the point where they had entered the 
road, plunged through the bushes at once, 
and they hastened after her. 

Just as Myles and Doggo were breaking 
through the bushes in the wake of the gold- 
en one, they heard an agonized scream 
ahead. Redoubling their efforts, they reached 
the clearing in an instant, and beheld a most 
unexpected sight! 

Perched upon the airship, like a flock of 
enormous vultures, were about a dozen 


huge, bat-winged, pale green reptiles, each ^ 
with a wing-spread of fully ten feet; and one 
of these loathsome creatures held the writh- 
ing form of Quivven tight in its claws. 

■Y^ITHOUT a moment's thought for hi.'- 
' ’ own safety, the intrepid earth-mai . 
drew the Vairkingian sword which hung at 
his side, and rushed straight at the beast 
which held the girl. Doggo followed close 
behind, clicking his mandibles augrilv. 

But before they could reach the plane, the 
•loisome flock flapped heavih- into the air 
and disappeared o\'er the trees to the north- 
ward, Quivven’s childi.sh face an agony ol 
despair, and one little furrv iraw waving a 
lorlorn farewell. 

The next move was obvious, Myles and 
Doggo sprang to their places in the aiieraft 
and soared after. It was an easy matter to 
overtake the cliimsy-winged saurians, but 
not so easy to decide what to do after reach- 
ing them. The reptiles flew so close together 
their pursuers were afraid to fire on them for 
fear of hitting Quivven. The girl was as yet 
apptirently unharmed, so the only thing to 
do seemed to be to follow and watch for 
some opportunity to effect a rescue. 

Thus the chase continued for several 
stads without event. Myles was in an agon)' 
for the safety of his little friend, but even 
his deep concern did not keep his scientific 
mind from speculating about the pale green 
dragons which he was following. He had 
read about such beasts in books on paleon- 
tology as a child. These were undoubtedly 
pterodactyls. 

He had seen somewhat similar stuffed 
specimens in the imperial museum at Kuana, 
capital of Cupia. He had encountered 
iwarms of tiny pterosaurs, the size of spar- 
rows, in the caves of Kar. But he had been 
informed by Cupian scientists that the larger 
species had long since become extinct on 
Poros. 

Whence then these captors of Quivven? 

While engaged thus in .speculations, he 
flew a bit closer to the flock, whereat two 
of them suddenly turned and simultaneously 
attacked the plane from both sides. Doggo 
instantly dispatched his assailant with a rifle 
shot; but Myles did not dare let go of the 
control levers, as he was flying too close to 
the tree tops for safety as it was. Accord- 
ingly his assailant got a clawhold on the side 
of the fusilage, furled its wings and started 
to crawl in. 
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But tlio eat th-maii steered the machine 
high into the air, as his companion swung 
around and fired at the intruder, which 
promptly let go its hold, and, falling with a 
shriek of pain, crashed through the tree tops 
and disappeared from view. 

Myles drew a deep breath of relief, and 
once more swooped down on the flock of 
pterosaurs. But this time lie kept at a safe 
distance from them; and they, warned by 
the fate of their two comrades, did not at- 
tempt any further sallies at the plane. 

So the pursuit continued. Occasionallv, 
between the green wings, the two in the 
airship could catch a glimpse of the form 
of Quivven, held fast in the talons of hei 
captor. She was still alive. She did not seem 
to be in pain. Once she waved feeblv to hei 
friends above. What would those beasts do 
w ith her? 

The question was soon to be answered 
But first it was to be succeeded bv manv 
other questions, for a large and prosperous 
looking city loomed ahead. Its appearance 
rvas unfamiliar to Cabot. Strange, he thought 
that he knew all the principal settlements of 
Cupia! Its architeetuie was of an unknown 
tvpe. not the pueblolike piles of exaggev 
ated tov building blocks affected b\' the 
Formians, nor the red-tiled spires and min- 
arets of the Cupians. but rather a style 
somewhat resembling classical Gi'eek or Ro 
man. 

The architecture was immaterial, how 
e\er, compared with the fact that this was 
a city of some sort, a city of a high degree 
of civilization. The beasts were .apparenth 
headed straiglit for it, and thus there was 
every prospect of the inliahitants— presnm 
ably Cupians— rc.scuing Quivven. 

Suppose, however, it was a deserted eit\ 
Its unfamiliar stvle and remote location sug- 
gested as much. Perhaps this was the long- 
forgotten court of some Cupian Jamsh\d. 
now kept bv lion and lizard, or rather b\ 
noofns and pterodactyl. 

This was not so, however; for, as Cabol 
chew nearei'. he could clearlv see that the 
buildings were in an excellent state of re- 
pair, with not a crumbling ruin among them. 
No, this was an inhabited city, to which the 
green dragons were bringing their prey. 
Could it be that the Cupian inhabitants kept 
these creatures as pets, and that this fact 
was unknown to the scientists at the Cupian 
metropolis? 

Cabot's cogitations were again cut short 


by bis airi\al ocei the city. The dragons 
made straight for an imposing centrallv-lo- 
cated domed edifice, which thev entc'rcd In 
one of the upper windows. The plane 
promptlv dropped into a near-by plaza. 
Making a sign to the ant-man to guard the 
ship, Myles seized a rifle and cartridges, and 
rnslied down a street which led toward the 
building wliicli the green beasts had entered. 

On the wav he met several pterosaurs, 
four or five four-legged slate-colored reptiles 
ranging in size from that of a small dog to 
that of a horse, one large snake about thirty 
feet in length, \arious sorts ol insects, and 
a few cat-like furr\ creatures: but not a sin 
glc Cupian. If these wcia' the pets of tlu 
eitv. where were their masters? 

The strange creatures did nol ofter to 
molest him. In fact. the\ gave way to him 
with every indication of respect and not a 
little tear. This seemed to indicate that the\ 
were all thoroughb domesticated, so hi 
made no offei' to hurt them 

a t last he arrived at the building 
^ which he sought. A wide incline led 
from the street up to its arched doorwa\ 
This smacked of Formia. for the ant-men 
before the\ were driven off the continent 
had used ramps cvere where instead of thi 
[fight of stairs employed bv the Cupians. 

Over the door was aii- inscription in mi 
mistakable Pornviaii characters: 'The Pal 
ice of the City of Yat.” 

This must he Cupia. or old Formia— no\' 
occupied bv the Cupians— for this was the 
language of those two races. But then. h( 
reflected, it liad also been the written Ian 
gnage of the X'airkings. far across the boilint' 
seas. 

Putting an end to his speculations, he 
mshed up the ramp and entered the build 
ing. 

The splendidly arched and vaulted in 
terior was crowded with the strangest as- 
sortment of animals the earth-man had evci 
set eves upon. Picture to yourself Frank 
Buck’s circus, the New York zoo, and the 
gr-ool of Kuaua, all turned loose in one hall, 
and then you wouldn’t imagine one-half ol 
it; for very few of these assembled beasts 
bore' the slightest resemblance to anything 
which you, or even Myles Cabot, had ever 
seen. He paused aghast and surveyed the as- 
semblage. There was not a human or Cupian 
present, not even an ant-man! 

.At tlie farther side of the chamber, on a 


78 



raised plntform, tliere sat— or. lallua, squat- 
ted — n gigantic plern.sanr, wliosc wing- 
spread must have been at least twenty feel 
from tip to tip. This beast, unlike those 
which had kidnapped Qnivven, was pale 
slate-blue rather than grotn. TIis head was 
square, with a sharp crested beak, large eir- 
mlar lidless eyes, and earholes, but no (^ars. 

Four legs he had, very nnich like those, ol 
a toad, exeepl that tlie fifth finger of each 
hand, the finger which should have been the 
"little” finger, extended backward oxer his 
hips to a distance of about .six feet, and 
served as the other supporting edge ol his 
leathery wings, which now lav Inrled at his 
side. 

In front ol this cicatnre stood Qnivxen 
the Golden Flame, guarded bv two of tbe 
smaller pterodactyls, and seemingly unhurt 
and unafraid. None of the animals a|ipcared 
to have noticed Cabot’s entrance, so he de- 
cided to wait a few moments and size np 
the situation belore doing anylhing rash. 

As he watched the scene, a huge snake 
some thirtv feet in length and at least hall 
a yard in diameter .squirmed on to tbe plat 
lorm beside the .slate-colored dragon. This 
snake had two rudimentary legs and two 
small arms, noiK- of which it used to help 
its progression; but in one hand it carried 
what appeared to be a shet't ol paper, \\ Inch 
it banded with a hiss to the ilragon, who 
hissed in repb . .and taking the paper ap 
peared to read it. 

This csalled the ;itlenlion ol tiu' earih 
iiian to the fact that each ol the Alice 
ill - VVomlcrland animals about him was 
equipped with a pad and slvlns. Oeeasiim 
.illy one would scratch something on its pad. 
and then make two sharp clicks with its 
mouth, at which a small winged lizard would 
lake the missixe and llx xvith it to some olher 
part of the chamber. 

Standing very near Mxdes tliere was a 
small and jiarticnlarlx- inoiVensix e - looking 
lurry anim.il somexxhal resembling a beaxaa-. 
In Cnpia \lx les xxamld hax e assnmeil that 
it xx-as some sjiei ies of m.ilhlab, exeepl lor 
its lack of antennae. 

This looked like a good sale spec imen to 
experiment upon, so he reaefied for its pad, 
which, to his great surprise, the creatine 
promptly handed him xvithont demnr. to- 
gether xx ith its stx Ins. 

Remembering the inscription aboxe the 
arched doorxxax', Mxles xviote in Torovian 
shorthand: “.Most Excellent King — Mxles 


C.'abot, a xx’cary .sojourner, craves protection 
for himself and the golden one who now 
stands before you. We are from Cupia and 
\uiirkingi respectively. What country is 
this'?” 

Then he folded the paper and clicked 
twice with his tongue against the roof of 
his mouth. Instantly a fluttering messenger 
was at his side. Indicating the platform xvith 
a gesture, he handed the note to the little 
winged reptile, who flexv awav xvith it. Myles 
]>assed the pad and stylus back to the furry 
creature from wliom he had borroxx’ed if, 
and then xv.atched the great dragon to xvhom 
he had written. 

This beast rcccix’cd and read the note, 
while the messenger hovered nigh. Then, 
steadying a pad against ihe floor with one 
Iront ckaxv, he xvrote on it xx ith a stylus held 
in the other. Wliat he had written he 
shnxx ed to the snake xx hieh lay coiled beside 
him, and upon obtaining a hiss of approval, 
folded the note and gax'e it to the little bat, 
who flexv back xvith it to Mvles. 

/"AN 'l l IF, paper, written in unmistakable 
Porox’ian characters, xxere the xx’ords: 
"Welcome to Yat, Mxles Cabot. You and 
x onr mate are our guests. We knoxv of no 
country ol either Cnpia or Vairkingi. This 
is the land of the Wdioomangs, and I am 
Roomalayla, their king. Yon hav e |rermission 
lo iqxproach the throne.” 

So iJtai explained the strange plants, the 
dirt roads, the imlamiliar arehitectnre, and 
the ahseneo (xl Cupians and \’aii kings! This 
must be a tliiiil continent intermediate be- 
tween the olher txxm. W'ell, the plane was 
intact, and King Roomalayla had assured 
liim that ihi'v xx’cie guests, so that it xvas 
just as XX ell that ihi v had landed on this 
Azores ol ihe boiling seas. Reassured, the 
earth-nran made his xvav through the strange 
ihrong to the fool of the throne xxluae he 
bowed loxx before the hidcims ri')xlile mon- 
arch. 

Eitlle QuivxTn, xxith a erx ol glad snr- 
piisc, rushed ox'i'r to him and nestli'd con 
iidingly b\’ his side. Placing one arm protect- 
ingly around her, hi' bohllx conlronlcxl the 
xxa'nged king. 

This beast, alter some pencilt'd eonversa- 
lion xx ith his serpent adviser, handed Myles 
a note reading as folloxvs: “Onr nation xxxas 
founded many years ago by a creature close- 
ly re.sembling yourself. Therefore you are an 
honored guest among ns. V\T haxe long 
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awaited this day. It is true that you have 
killed the bodies of tw'o of my subjects, and 
thereby subjected their souls to a premature 
birth. The penalty for this would ordinarily 
be to have a similar death imposed upon 
your own body. But because of your resem- 
blance to our great originator, Namllup, 1 
shall spare your body. Furthermore, I feai 
that, like him, you may perhaps have no 
soul, although this deficiency can easily be 
supplied.” 

Myles read the note and handed it to 
Quivven, then pointed to the writing mate- 
rials of the saurian. Instantly tvyo of the tiny 
winged messengers brought him a pad and 
stylus. 

Thus .supplied, he asked the king: “Great 
ruler, does your offer of protection include 
my wings and the black creature who 
guards them in the public square outside?” 

“And how about little me?” asked Quiv- 
ven, reading over his shoulder. 

“He has already pledged his friendship to 
both of us,” replied Myles, handing the note 
to one of the tiny pterosaurs. 

Back came the answer from the king: 
“You and yours shall all be protected. I will 
now send guards to relieve your guard at 
the wings, and to summon him into my pres- 
ence.” 

But the earth-man held up one hand in 
a gesture of protest, and hurriedly wrote: 
“Better not, your majesty, unless you wish 
a fight. I will send a note, explaining all. 
\ou c.an then follow it in a few paraparths 
with your detachment of guards.” 

To this proposal the huge saurian assent- 
ed, so Myles dispatched to Doggo by one 
of the tiny pterosaurs a long written ex- 
planation of the situation, A few minutes 
later, under orders from the reptile king, 
the flock of green pterodactyls who had been 
the original captors of Quivven departed 
with much leathery flapping through one 
of the windows overhead, and presently one 
of them returned on foot with Doggo. 

“What kind of a gr-ool is this we have got 
into? were the ant-man^s first words, as 
Cabot handed him the pad and stylus. 

“The Great Builder only knows,” his 
friend replied. “Anyhow they claim to pos- 
sess souls, and have offered us protection.” 

Doggo looked skeptical. Just then a mes- 
senger flitted over with a note from Boom- 
alayla, reading: “The session is at an end. 
You will please follow me to the royal apart- 
ments for a conference.” 


The king clicked sharply. Instantly all was 
silence in the huge hall. Solemnly the king 
clicked three times. In unison the assembled 
Whoomangs clicked back a triple answer. 
Then all was bustle and confusion as those 
without wings crowded through the doors 
ind those with wings departed through the 
v'indows in the dome above. 

Boomalayla and his snake adviser, and 
he three travelers from Vairkingi were the 
only persons— if you can call them all “per- 
sons”— left in the vaulted chamber. Where- 
upon the snake, gliding ahead, led the vvay 
to an anteroom, gorgeously jeweled and 
draped. There the five reclined on soft tap- 
estries, attended by a .swarm of little mes- 
sengers and engaged in the following writ- 
ten conversation. Due to the speed of Poro- 
vian shorthand, the “talk” progressed prac- 
tically as rapidly as if it had been .spoken, 
although Doggo was somewhat handicapped 
by not having a stylus which was properly 
adapted to his claw. 

“Who are your companions?” the king 
asked. 

So Myles introduced Quivven the Vair- 
king maiden, and Doggo the Formian. 
Boomalayla explained that the snake was 
Queekle Mukki, prime minister of the 
Whoomangs, and wise beyond all his coun- 
trymen. 

“His soul is brother to my soul, although 
our bodies are unrelated,” the king wrote. 

Myles was much perplexed. “How is it,” 
he inquired, “that such diversified animals 
as you VV'hoomangs are able to live at peace 
with each other?” 

“It was not so before the days of Naml- 
lup,” the huge pterosaur replied, “but he 
gave us souls and made us one people. Our 
bodies may be unrelated, but our souls are 
the same. You and your two companions are 
as unalike as any of us; perhaps the three 
of you have a common type of soul.” 

Myles was even more perplexed. “V^^lo 
was Namllup?” he asked. “And what means 
all this talk of souls?” 

GHAPTEK XXI 

SOULS? 

TN reply to Cabot’s question, the -huge 

winged saurian, Boomalayla, King of the 
Whoomangs, wrote the following reply, “All 
that I am about to tell you of the traditional 
beginning of our race is shrouded in the 
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mists of antiquity. The legend is as follows: 

“Many hundreds of years ago this fertile 
continent was inhabited by warring beasts 
of every conceivable size and form; and they 
were but brute creatures, toi thev liad no 
souls. Souls e.xisted, it is true, but inasmuch 
as they inhabited no bodies, the\ had no 
learning, experience, or background. They 
were of but little use to themselves, each 
other, or the planet. 

“Then one day there was bom out of the 
ground a creature much like yourself. His 
name was Namllup. He it was who discov 
cred how to introduce souls into bodies by 
making a slight incision at the base of the 
lirain and inserting there a young soul. 

“First he captured some very tame wild 
creatures and gave them souls. With their 
aid he captured others, more fierce, and so 
on, until there was hardly a beast left .soul- 
less on this continent. Thus did he make of 
one race all the creatures of Poros to dwell 
together on the face of the continent. This 
industry we have kept up to this day. 

“It is reported, however, that Namllup 
himself had no soul. There was no scar at 
the back of his head, and no soul issued 
from his body after death. Others he gave 
soul to, himself he could not. This is the 
General belief.” 

All this was as cleai as mud to Myles 
Cabot. He could not make head nor tail out 
of it. Boomalayla appeared to be talking in 
riddles, or allegories. 

Nevertheless, Myles determined to try and 
make a beginning somewhere in order to 
understand what this mass of verbiage was 
all about, so he wrote, “How can vou tell? 
Surely you cannot see .souls!” 

“Surely we can" the icptile king replied, 
■‘tor souls are creatures just as real as we 
are, and have an independent existence from 
the day they hatch until thev are inserted 
in the brain of somebody. From the way 
vou talk. 1 cannot believe that (/()»( have any 
soul.” 

“Of course 1 have," Mvles remonstrated. 

‘‘Pi ove it to me,” Boomalavla demanded. 
'Let me see the back of vour head.” 

Myles complied. 

“No,” the winged king continued, “you 
have no soul. There is no scar.” 

This conversation was irritating in the ex- 
treme. It led nowhere. Quivven and Doggo 
read all the correspondence, and were 
equally perplexed. 

The huge pterosaur continued writing. “1 


can see that you do not believe me,’* he 
wrote. 

“This is not to be wondered at, since you 
yourself are soulless. Though I cannot un 
derstand how a beast like you, without a 
soul, can be as intelligent as you seem to be. 
Come to our temple, and I will show you 
souls.’ 

So saying, Boomalayla, accompanied by 
Queekle Mukki, the serpent, led Cabot and 
his two companions out of the building and 
through the streets of the city to anothci 
edifice, which they entered. 

What a travesty on the lost religion ol 
Cupia! 

Within the temple there moved about a 
score or more of assorted beasts— pterodac- 
tyls, reptiles, huge insects, furry creatures, 
and so forth— bearing absolutely no resem- 
blance to each other except the fact that 
each and every one of them wore a long 
robe emblazoned with a crimson triangle and 
swastika, emblem of the tine relicion ol 
Poros. 

Among tliem was one enormous slatc-col 
ored pterosaur, almost the exact counterpart 
of Boomalayla, the king, who introduced this 
beast to his guests by means of the follow- 
ing note: “This is the chiel priest of tin- 
true religion. She is my mate. But come, let 
me show you some souls.” 

The chief priest then led the party into an 
adjoining room, the walls of which were 
lined with tiny cages, most of vyhich con- 
tained pairs of moths. 

The dragon king explained as follows. 
“When a Whoomang dies, his bodv is 
brought to the temple and is watched das 
and night by a priest, net in hand, to catch 
the soul when it emerges.” 

What it had to do with souls Cabol 
couldn’t see for the life of him. Neitliei 
could Quivven nor Doggo. 

Having made a complete tour of inspec 
tion the party then returned to the palace, 
where they discussed the glories of Vair- 
kingi and Cupia with the king and Quecklc 
Mukki, and then dined on cereal cakes and 
a flesh resembling fish. 

“Be not afraid to eat this,’ Boomalayla 
urged. “It is fresh flesh. We breed these 
water reptiles especially for food.” 

After the meal the three travelers were as- 
signed rooms in the palace. 

At Cabot’s request, tapestries were 
brought from the plane, and the party sever- 
ally retired for the night. 
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'J'HE next morning they were up early, 
and assembled in Cabot’s room. The 
night had proved uneventful, but Doggo 
wrote in great excitement that he had talked 
with the green guards, who had refused to 
disclose the whereabouts of the plane, and 
had said that this was the king’s order. 

Immediately after breakfast, which con 
sisted of cakes and sweetened water, they 
requested an audience with the king— and. 
when it was granted, demanded news of the 
plane. But Boomalayla waved them off with 
an evasive answer. 

“Tarry but a day or so,” he wrote, “and 
then your wings shall be returned to you. 
and you shall be permitted to depart. I 
promise it, on the word of honor of a king.” 

So there was nothing but to wait, for it 
would not do to antagonize this powerful 
beast, and thus perhaps lose forever the 
chance to return which he had promised 
them. 

The day was spent in a personally-con- 
ducted tour of the city, with Boomalayla as 
a most courteous and attentive guide and 
host. The Whoomangs appeared to be a 
highly cultivated race, if you can call them 
a “race”— a “congeries” would perhaps be 
the most accurate term. Objects of all the 
arts abounded, and the tour yvould have 
been most pleasurable if the three travelers 
had not been so anxious to be on their wav 
once more to Cupia. 

The nig ht was spent as belore, unevent- 
(ully, but the ne.xt dav Doggo was missing. 
In reply to all inquii ies. the W'hoomangs re- 
turned evasive answers. 

“He is gone on business ol his own,” was 
all they would say. 

This day Queekle Mukki, the serpent, was 
theii- host and guide. He used evcrv effort to 
outdo flooinalavla in courtesy, but his two 
guests were strangely uneasy. Some impend- 
ing calamity seemed to hang over them. 

Late that c\’ening, when they were in 
their quarters. Doggo rushed in bristling 
with excitement. He had something to tell 
them, and wanted to tell it quickly, but had 
mislaid his pad and stylus. Strange to re- 
late, Cabot could not find his own writing 
materials either. Quivven finally found her 
stylus but no pad. 

Seizing the lead-tipped stick. Doggo 
scratched on the pavement of the room, 
“Quick, give me paper! Quick! Your lives 
depend upon it! Quick, before it is too late!” 

Cabot rushed into the hall and clicked 


twice with his tongue against the root of 
his mouth, but nothing happened. Again 
and again he repeated the call, until finally 
one of the little winged messengers flitted 
into sight. To him the earthman indicated 
his wants by going through the motions 
of writing with the index finger of his right 
hand upon the palm of liis left. The little 
creature flitted away, and after what seemed 
an interminable wait returned with pad and 
stylus. 

Myles snatched them and rushed back to 
Doggo. “What is the matter?” he wrote. 

But Doggo replied, “Nothing. It was just 
a joke, to frighten you. We are all perfectly 
safe here, and Boomalayla has a wonderful 
plan to facilitate our departure three days 
from now.” 

It was not like Doggo, or any other mem- 
ber of the serious minded race of ant-men, 
to play a practical joke like this. Myles could 
swear that his friend had been genuinely 
agitated a few moments ago. What could 
have happened in the meantime to change 
him? 

The earth-man looked at the Formian 
steadily through narrowed lids. His friend 
appeared to act strangely. Could this, in 
truth, be Doggo? 

If they had been on any other continent 
.Myles would ha\e sworn that some other 
ant-man, closely resemliling his friend, was 
attempting an impersonation, but that could 
not be the case here, for Doggo was cer- 
taiulv the only Formian on this contiinmt. 

It was Doggo ’s body, all right, vet it did 
not act or look like Doggo. 

Even Qnivven noticed that something 
was wrong. Ncrvonslv she said good night, 
and Cabot followed shortly after. 

Instead of retiring he went tf) Qui wen’s 
room, where the two puzzled together for 
some time, trying to guess what liad come 
over their fiiend. Mdiat at last they parted 
for the night tlic mvstcry uas no nearer 
solution llian bedore. In fact, they had prac- 
tically made up their minds that no mystery 
existed, after all; and that the strange sur- 
roundings, and strange events, and strange 
talk of souls, had merely cast an aura of 
strangeness even over their friend. 

'yHE next morning Doggo was on hand 

bright and early, but this time it was 
Quivven who was missing. 

“My turn next,” thought Myles, “and then 
perhaps I shall find out what it is all about.” 
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As beloie, tlie V\ liooniiin^s w c-if evasive 
as (o tile wliereaboiits ol llie eolclen one, 
and even Doggo was singularly unresponsive 
and devoid of ideas on tlie subject. 

Tins day the she-dragon high-priestess 
was their guide, but altliough she outdid 
botli Booinalayla and Qneekle Mnkki, Cabot 
betted, and worried, and merelv put on an 
external show ol interest. 

Late that alternoon — the fourth of theii 
stay among tlie VVhoomangs— as soon as the 
tour was over, Cabot left Doggo and with 
drew to Iiis own room. 

Where was (^uivven all this time, Ik' 
wondered. 

His question was answered by the Colden 
Marne herself bursting into the room full 
ol excitement. 

lhank the Builder I can talk to you with 
my mouth, and do not have to wait for 
pencil and paper,” she exclaimed. “The 
Whoomangs overlooked om powers of vocal 
speech when the\' hid our \\ riting materials 
as before.” 

It was true; their [jads and styluses luul 
miraculously disappeared again. 

“Where have you 150011?'' Cabot asked, 
somewhat testily. “I suppose that iu a few 
moments you will sav that all i/onr excite- 
ment has been a mere practical joke on me, 
the same as Doggo’s u as. " 

“Yes,” she replied seriously. "I shall— un- 
doubtedly. And therefore listen while there 
is yet time-while I am still Quivven. ’ 

“What do you mean?” Myles exclaimed, 
staring at her. 

“This,’ she said. “In a lew mmnents I 
shall be a Whoomang.” 

He started to interrupt, hut she stopped 
him with a peremptory gesture, and contin- 
ued: “Know, then, the secret of all this talk 
of souls. The grubs which they breed bom 
their moths are strong personalities, poten- 
tial devils, needing only a highlv-developed 
body in order to become devils incarnate. 
Namlliip, whrjj'ver he was, discovered this, 
ages ago. 

“By a simple operation, the Whoomangs 
can insert one of these larvae at the base 
ol a creature’s brain, where in a few hours 
the personality of the larva ovcrcoines the 
proper personality of the creatiire, and 
thenceforth rules the creature until the crea- 
ture dies. The larva then flutters free, a 
moth, to propagate other devil-souls for this 
nefarious usage. 

“Yesterday these fiends operated upon 


Doggo. For a time, his own soul and this 
brain-maggot struggled lor supremaev. While 
his own personality remained ascendant, and 
yet had imbibed sufficient knowledge to 
understand the situation, he tried to warn 
us of our danger. Would that he had been 
in time! But when the pad of paper had 
arrived, dear old Doggo was dead. His bods' 
had become a W'hoornang, dominated bv 
one of their molh-grubs, 'souls' as the\ call 
I hem. 

"This altcriiuou they operated on me!’ 

Myh's shuddered, but Quivieu went re- 
lentlessly on; "Two per.sonalities are now 
contending vvitbiri me for mastery, 'rhere 
can be but one outcome. Quivven must die. 
and her brain and bodv must become the 
\ehicle lor the thoughts and schemes ol an 
alii'ii mind. .My will is strong. At present it 
is in control. But any moment now, it may 
snap. So 1 adjure you, by the Great Builder 
and your lo\ed ones, refuse stonily and ab- 
soluteK to listen to anv denial which mv 
mouth mav give you. 

"Now, while there is \el lime, 1 must telk 
you theii plans. Boomalavla sighs for more 
worlds lo concpier. He was captivated by 
\'our laics of vour countrs. To-morrow be 
will operate on you. rhen. wlieii the bodies 
of vou and Doggo and I are all Whoomangs, 
and yet retain a certain amount of our own 
know'ledge and skill, he plans to send us on 
to Cupia with a plane-load of moths, to 
operate on your couiitrvmen, and build up a 
second empire of Whoomangs there.” 

.Myles gasped at the dastardliness of the 
plan, a plan which might yet succeed; for, 
even if he escaped, Doggo’s bodv might still 
carry the plan into execution. 

“Where is our plane?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Qui\ \ cn sadly replied, “1 must lead 
vou to the plane, while I am vet me. Come 
rjuicklv. 

“But can we leave Doggo?’ 

“Yes,” she replied. “Not only must you 
leave Doggo, but you must leave me, too; 
for Doggo is no longer Doggo, and I shall 
not be Quivven in a few minutes from now, 
f'oi' 1 feel the Whoomang soul struggling foi 
ascendenev within me. Come!” 

Q uickly she led lum out ol the room, 
and down several hallways to a court- 
yard of the palace, where stood the plane, 
guarded by a green dragon. This beast inter- 
posed no objection to their approacli. Quiv- 
ven smiled wanly. 
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“He will not stop you,” slie said, “for 
already they regard me as one of them, and 
count on me to inveigle you. And now, 
Myles, good-by. I feel myself slipping. In a 
minute or two your Quivven will be no 
more. Whether my own soul will then go 
to the happy land, as though I had normally 
died, or whether it will simply be blotted 
out, I know not; but one thing 1 do know, 
and that is that 1 love you with all my 
heart.” 

She flung her arms around his neck and 
kissed him. 

Then suddenly she cried, “Tve won! I 
made you love me. It was all a scheme, 
cooked up by Doggo and myself to trap you 
out of your complacency and force you to 
admit your love. The story of the moth- 
grub souls is a lie, woven out of the weird 
philosophizing of Boonialayla. From now 
on, 1 know that you love me. From now on, 
1 am confident that 1 can compete with that 
Lilia of yours.” 

He stood aghast. Could this be soi' He was 
half inclined to believe. Then he remem- 
bered her vvoids; “Refuse stonily and abso- 
lutely to listen to any denial tuhich my 
mouth may give you.” Also he reflected that 
Doggo certainly would never have been a 
party to a trick to betray Lilia. 

So he thrust the golden maid to one side, 
and strode toward the plane. 

But she rushed after him and clung to 
him, wailing piteously, “Myles, Myles, 
surely you aren’t going to desert us just 
because of this trick which we played on 
you. Surely you don’t intend to leave us to 
the mercy of these terrible beasts.” 

He did not know what to believe. There 
was a possibility that her story about the 
souls was the truth. If so, then the safety of 
the whole c<jntinent of Cupia was at stake. 
And yet, if not, what an awful country to 
leave her and Doggo in! 

He vaulted into the plane, then stood 
irresolute at the levers, fie looked intently 
at the golden maid, who clung to the side 
of the car. There was something strange 
about her face, something clearly un-Quiv- 
ven. And yet, as he gazed, he became certain 
that it was Quivven after all. And he was 
right. 

“Myles,” she shouted, letting go the plane, 
“Quiek! By the grace of the Builder, my 
own spirit is again in the ascendency for an 
instant. The story I told you is true! Flee, 
before it is too late.” Then suddenly she 


changed again and shouted to the guardian 
pterosaur, “Quick, stop him!” 

Her expression altered as she spoke, but 
Myles slammed on the power, and the 
machine rose quickly, leaving behind the 
frantic golden form of little Quivven. 

After him trailed a swarm of winged crea- 
tures of all soi'ts, but his fast airship soon 
outdistanced them as it sped due west 
toward a .sky that had already begun to turn 
pink with the unseen setting .sun. On and 
on he sped until his pursuers dropped from 
view. Then he turned northward to throw 
them ofl t!ie trail; and then, after a while, 
due west again, until, as night was about to 
fall, the steam-bank of the boiling sea 
loomed ahead. 

Whereupon he landed. He must wait until 
morning before attempting the passage. But 
as he prepared to spend the night he no- 
ticed that all the tapestries were gone from 
the cockpit. 

How could he brave the steam clouds 
without wrappings of some sort? And was he 
certain, after all, that he was not leaving 
two perfectly good friends in the lurch? 

CHAPTER XXII 

FLIOHT 

'^HERE must be something in the airship 
in which he could swathe himself for the 
trip across the boiling seas. With this in 
view he made a frantic search of the entire 
cockpit. Doggo’s rifle and the ammunition 
were still there, but his own he had left in 
his room on his hurried departure. Here, 
too, was the little stone lamp, by the light 
of which they had watched their instru- 
ments beneath the kiyack covering. Even 
some of their provisions were left. 

Finally he came upon some boxes which 
he did not recognize. A rank smell became 
evident upon closer examination. Gingerly 
he opened one of these boxes. 

It contained flesh, finely ground and 
putrid. .And in this carrion there wriggled 
and swarmed scores of small white grubs! 
The last of Cabot’s doubts vanished. These 
were the devil-souls which he and Doggo 
and Quivven had been expected to carry to 
Cupia, to found there a new empire of 
Whoomangs. Evidently his hosts had ex- 
pected some possible trouble from him, and 
therefore had prepared the plane for a 
quick get-away by Doggo and Quivven. 
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less, blocked ettectually by the lack of a few 
yards of cloth. What fate! 

As the last purple flush died on the 
western horizon, Myles suddenly jumped to 
his feet ,and laughed aloud. The solution 
was so obvious that it had completely es- 
caped him until now. It was the setting sun 
that had suggested the escape from his 
dilemma. 

There is no sun at night! 

Of course notl 

Therefore why not soar straight up, pierce 
the cloud envelope and fly above it to Cupia, 
letting the clouds protect him from the heat 
of the boiling seas, as they normally protect 
the planet from the light and heat of the 
sun? At any rate, it was worth trying. To 
remain where he was would mean either 
eventual starvation, or recapture by the ter- 
rible Whoomangs. 

So, by the light of his little Vairking stone 
lamp, he made a hasty lunch from his few 
remaining provisions, and then took his 
stand at the levers for a new experiment in 
Porovian navigation. 

Up, up, he shot through the dense black 
ness, up to a height which on earth would 
have filled his blood with air bubbles, and 
have suffocated his lungs. But on Poros, 
with its thicker atmospheric shell and its 
lesser gravity, the change was not so evident. 

Far to the eastward he saw the lights ol 
Yat, the city of the beasts; but this was his 
only landmark. There was nothing but his 
gyro compass to tell him exactly which was 
north, and south, and east, and west; noth 
ing but his clinometer to indicate whethei 
he was going up or down; nothing but his 
altimeter to indicate his approximate height 
abo\ e the suiface of the planet. And these 
instruments he mu.st read by the flickering 
light of a primitive open wick stone lamp 
on the floor of the cockpit 

\ATiat if this faint illuminator should be 
come extinguished? He certainly could not 
leave the controls for long enough to use 
flint and steel to rekindle it. 

During the early part of his stay in Vair- 
kingi he had always gone to some one of 
the constantly burning lamps which were 
the primitive fire source of the furry Vair- 
kings. Later he had found several pieces of 
flint, when inv'estigating a small chalk de- 
posit as a possible alternative for limestone 
in his smelting operations. After the manu 
facturc of steel h.ad begun he had practiced 
striking a light in this more modern method. 


and thereafter had always carried flint and 
steel and tinder with him in one of the 
pouch pockets of his leather tunic. It was 
with these crude implements that he had 
kindled his oil lamp for the present flight. 

But this fire source would avail him little 
it a gust of wind should extinguish his primi- 
tive lamp. In such event, what could lie do? 

This question was immediately put to the 
test, for his ship struck a small air pocket 
and dipped. Out went the light! .Now he 
could no longer read his compass nor his 
altimeter, but— happy thought— he could de- 
termine the inclination of the plane from 
time to time by touching bis clinometer. So 
on upward he kept. 

Presently he found it difficult to breathe, 
and this difficulty was soon increased by a 
damp fog, which choked his nostrils and 
windpipe, causing him to cough and sneeze 
The water condensed on the airship, and 
dripped oft the rigging onto the matted hair 
and beard of the earth-man. Yet still he kept 
on up 

rplNALLY he breathed clear ah once more. 

He pushed back the dripping locks from 
his forehead, and wiped out his water-filled 
eyes with the back of one wrist. All was 
still jet darkness, yet in front of him and 
above him there glowed some tiny points of 
light. Rubbing his eyes, he looked again 
Stars! The first stars he had ever seen on 
Poros— a sky full of stars! 

With some surprise Myles Cabot noted 
that abov e him were swung the same con- 
stellations w’ith which he had been familiar 
on earth, among them the two dippers. 
Orion and Cassiopea. 

He strove to recall the inclination of the 
axis of Venus to the ecliptic, but all that he 
could remember was that it did not differ 
appieciably from that of the earth. This 
information was enough for his present pur 
poses, howev er, for it meant that the star 
vv'hich we call the pole star on earth was 
approximately north on Poros, and that its 
altitude alaove the northern horizon would 
give approximately the latitude of the loca- 
tion of tire observer. 

The pole star, which he readily identified 
bv means of the two pointers of the great 
flipper, now hung alrout twenty degrees 
above the horizon, thus showing that Cabot 
was opposite the southern tip of that part 
of the continent of Cupia which formerly 
vv-as Formia; so he lev'eled out the plane 



and, turning its nose nortlnvest b\ the stars, 
scudded along above the cloud envelope 
of the planet. 

It was not long before he noticed a quite 
appreciable increase of temperature. Gusts 
and swirls of hot vapor assailed him from 
below; so that if it had not been for the 
gyroscopic steadying apparatus, he must 
surely hcive foundered. Even as it was, it 
took all his efforts to control the ship. He 
suffered fearfully from the heat, but it was 
not absolutely unbearable. 

Navigation so compelled his entire atten- 
tion that he lost all track of time; he strug- 
gled on as in a dream, and had not the 
slightest idea whether he had been flying 
for hours or only for minutes. 

On and on he drove through the terrific 
heat until at last he got so used to it that it 
actually seemed cooler. By Jove, he could 
almost believe that the air really was cooler! 

So cautiously he tipped the nose of the 
plane downward, and entered the clouds 
below him. Feeling his way at a low rate of 
speed, and ever ready to slam on the full 
force of his trophil engines and shoot up- 
ward once more, he gradually penetrated 
the cloud envelope which surrounds the 
planet. Yet the heat did not increase. 

At last he was through. And below him 
twinkled lights, the lights of a small city or 
town. Throwing the plane level once more, 
lie hovered down in true Poroviun fashion. 

The light of the town showed closer. 
Cabot’s heart beat fast, there was a lump in 
his throat, and his hands trembled at the 
controls. Was this Cupia, his own kingdom 
of Cupia at last? Was he home? 

Or— and his heart sank within him— was 
this some still new continent, with other 
nightmare beasts, and horrible adventures? 

Whichever it was, he ought not to land 
too near the town. His trophil motor was 
making a loud racket, but he was uot afraid 
of being heard, for Cupians have no ears, 
and their antennae can receive only radio 
waves. So he skimmed low over the houses, 
straining his eyes to try and make out their 
style of architecture. But it was no use; the 
jet blackness of Porovian night ob.scured all 
belovw Accordingly he planned to land about 
half a stad from the village, and then recon- 
noiter at daybreak. 

This was to be accomplished as follows. 
His distance from the ground he could 
gauge from the lights of the houses. There- 
fore he would hold his craft as nearly as 


possible level, and hover softlv down, taking 
a chance of landing on some bush or tree. 

The plan worked to perfection. After just 
about the expected drop, he felt the skids 
grate on solid ground. Land once more, 
after his sensational flight above the clouds! 
Exhausted and relaxed, he shut off his motor, 
and proceeded to crawl over the dgc of the 
cockpit. 

Of course he could not even see his own 
machine in the intense darkness. As fie 
started to clamber out the plane suddenh 
tilted a bit under his weight, then gave a 
lurch, and slid out from under him, dislodg- 
ing him as it did so 

He struck the ground, but it crumbled be- 
neath him, and he felt himself slipping and 
.sliding down a steep gravel bank until finalK' 
some sort of a projection stopped his de- 
scent. To this projection he frantiealK 
clung. During his slide he had heard the 
loud .splash of the airplane below him. so he 
knew that there was water there. 

As he hung to the projection on the side 
of the steep sand bank, he looked about him 
in the jet black night; and, as he looked, he 
noticed the edge of the bank above him, 
just showing against the skv. The edge be 
come more and more distinct. The sk\ 
above turned to slate, then purple, then 
red, then pink, then silver. Day had come 
once more. 

Cabot found himself clinging to a sharp 
spur of rock which stuck out from the bauk. 
So ho hauled himself into a comfortable 
position upon it and stared around at his 
surroundings. 

His location was halfway down the |nc- 
cipitous side of a eraterlike hole about a 
quarter of a stad in diameter and three 
parastads deep, the banks of which were of 
coarse black sand. At the bottom a cleai 
pool of water reflected the silver sky. There 
was no sign of either his rifle, his cartridge 
belt, or his plane. He possessed nothing 
save his leather tuiuc, his wooden Vairking 
sword, a steel sheath knife which he had 
made in his foundries at VTrirkingi, and tla- 
contents of his pockets. 

Even his leather helmet was gone. He 
espied it, floating like a little boat, far out 
upon the pond; but even as he looked, some 
denizeir of the deep snapped at it, and it 
disappeared beneath the surface. This was a 
forewarning of what might happen to Mylc.-i 
If he should have the misfortune to slip into 
the pool below. 
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Well, lie musl risk it in an attenipl to get 
out, for even a sudden death beneath the 
waters was preteiable to starvation on a 
locky perch. So, carefully and laboriously, 
lie attempted the ascent. Many tirries he 
slipped back, losing nearly all that he had 
gained; but fortunately the bank was rather 
firm in spots and was dotted with large 
jagged rocks which afforded a good hand- 
hold, so that eventiiallv N Ivies reached the 
top. 

Here he found a flat plateau, flanked bv 
a continuous hedge of bushes about thirty 
paces from the edge. These bushes were 
too high to see over, and grew .so thickly 
together that Myles was unable to penetrate 
them. Round and round the top of the pit 
lie walked, repeatedly trying to Ibrce his 
way out. but with no success. 

''J^HE day wore on. Mvles became tired, 
and hungry, and thirsty, and disgusted. 
By placing a small pebble in his mouth, he 
relieved the thirst for awhile, but this had 
no effect on his other ssinptoms. Finally 
even his thirst returned. 

The thirst was aggrasated by the pres- 
ence, almost at his feet, of the clear pool of 
water within the pit. He almost decided to 
slide down and trv it, until he remembered 
what had happened to his leather hat. 

So instead he began svstematically to 
liack at the bushes with his knife and tear 
them up by the roots at one given spot. At 
the end of an hour he had progressed only 
about a yard, so he gave this up, too. He 
sat down, wrapped his arms around his 
knees, ga/ed at the sib er skv, and thought 
of nothing for awhile. 

Then he thought of f.illa and the Baby 
hew. Here he was, presnmablv in (iupia, 
perhaps w'ithin a few' stads of them; and 
vet what good did it do him? 

ft seemed to him as tlioiigh the neaier he 
got to his loved ones, the more effectually 
he was sepaiated from them. On the Farley 
larm, in Edgartowm, Massachusetts, when 
he had received the SOS message from the 
skies, it had appeared Init a simple matter 
to step within the coordinate axes of his 
matter-transmitting apparatus, and throw a 
lever, in order to materialize on Poros. 

In Vairkingi there had been the more 
difficult task of securing an ant plane, before 
essaying to cross the boiling seas. In the 
land of the Whoomangs, he had been con- 
fronted with the almost insuperable lack of 


swathing materials for such a flight. And 
now, in Cnpia at last, he was hemmed in 
bv an impenetrable wall of trees. 

Yet, he reflected, he had surmounted in 
turn each of these successively more difficult 
difficulties; .so why not this? With renewed 
determination he arose, and resumed his 
grubbing operations. Another hour passed 
and another yard of path had been com- 
pleted. This was encouraging, and yet he 
had no means of knowing how much farther 
there still remained for him to go. 

As he paused for breath, he heard a crash- 
ing noise almost directly across the pit. Con- 
cealing himself as well as he could in the 
l ecess wliich he had formed in the bushes, 
he watched expectantly. Presently the thick 
growth on the other side parted neatly, and 
the sharp edge of a wedge appeared. This 
wedge continued to divide the bushes until 
finall)' it came completely through. All curi- 
osity to see what was pushing the wedge, 
.Myles craned forward, but there was noth- 
ing behind it; it had been pu.shing itself. 

As the bushes slowdy closed together 
again, the wedge stood up on six sturdy 
legs and trotted around the top of the pit, 
until it came to a stop directly opposite the 
hiding place of the earth-man. This gave 
him a good opportunity to observe it. 

Apparently it was some sort of insect. Its 
head came to a sharp cutting edge in the 
front about five feet high; and lateral pro- 
jections extended diagonally liackward from 
the edge, like the wings on a snow-plow, to 
a point well beyond the rear end of the 
animal. 

These two sides were cosered with stiff 
backward-pointing bristles, which evidently 
served to catch on the bushes through 
w hich tile ereature passed, and thus to hold 
whatever gains it made. Its eyes, like those 
oi a crab, were located on long jointeti arms, 
which it could raise wliemwer it wanted to 
look around. The lower edge of the sides 
of the wedge were serrated, and Myles soon 
leained what this was for. After wiggling 
its eyes about for a while, the creature 
walked to the edge of the bank, thus giving 
the w-atcher a good \iew of the body and 
legs W'ithin the projecting wedge, and slid 
off into the pit, where a splashing sound 
indicated that it was probably drinking. 

Soon it reappeared over the top of the 
pit. Evidently the saw teeth on its sides 
were to hold its progress up the face of the 
sand bank in much the same way as its 
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spines lield its progiess throiigli the bushes. 

The wedge insect, upon topping tlic bank, 
made a beeline for the edge of the elearing, 
thrust its nose between two saplings, furled 
its eyes, braeed its feet against the ground, 
and started forcing its way through. Qniek 
as a flash, Myles Cabot darted from his hid- 
ing place and followed. 

The creature rolling its eyes to the rear, 
saw him and tried to back out; for what pur- 
pose he could not tell, but probablv either 
to attack him or at least to prevent him Irom 
attacking its vulnerable body. But it was 
already in too far. and its spines held it 
securely. 

It tried to kick at him, whereat he fol- 
lowed not quite so close. Then it stubbornly 
stopped moving, pulled in its eyes and its 
legs, and lay down within its projecting 
headpiece, whereat he gave it a prick in the 
tail with his Vairking sword. The effect was 
immediate and sudden. The creature leaped 
to its feet and tore its way through the trees 
like a cyclone, plunging high in air like a 
frantic horse. This left such an erratic and 
only partially spread path that the earth- 
man had difficulty in following, and soon 
fell far behind. 

But just as he was about to despaii', the 
branches which he parted ahead of him 
revealed a meadow of silver-2reen sward. 

O 

He had reached the end of the wood. 

Beyond the field was a grove of gray 
branched lichen trees, through which he 
could see the steep red-tiled roofs of a vih 
lage. Just short of the grove there grazed a 
herd of those pale-green aphids, the size of 
sheep, which the Cupians call “anks”, and 
which Myles was wont to call “green cows”. 
Close by his right hand was a large shrub 
with heart-shaped leaves, unmistakably a 
tartan bush. 

Steep red roofs, gray lichen trees, anks 
and tartans! This must be Cupia! He was 
home! 

Myles quoted aloud: 

“Breathes there a man with soul so dead 

Who never to himself has said 

‘This is my own, my native land’?” 

Cupia might not be his native land, but 
it was his own, the land of his wife and 
child, the land of which his son was rightful 
king, the land whose armies he had twice 
led to victory. And now he had returned to 
lead them yet again. 


TARAWING a deep breath of Cupian air 
into his lungs, Myles raced across the 
meadow to the sheltei' of the grove of trees. 
From that point of vantage he inspected the 
village. The architecture was undoubtedly 
Cupian. In fact, its character was so clear 
he was even able to judge by it just what 
part of Cupia he was in, for this architecture 
was typical of the southeastern foothills of 
the Okarze Mountains, a thousand stads oi 
so north of Kuana, the capital city. 

The.se foothills held, among other spots 
of interest. Lake Luno, on an island of which 
he and Lilia had built their country home. 
And the inhabitants of these mountains had 
always been intenselv loyal to the earth 
man, his golden-haired wife, and royal son. 

On the outskirts of the village Cabot 
could see figures moving— figures in white 
togas with colored edges, figures with tiny 
vestigial wings projecting from their backs, 
figures with butterflylike antennae rising 
from their foreheads. These were Cupians, 
his own ado]rted countrvmen 

Yet they never would recognize him in 
his present condition, with shaggy hair, 
massive beard, and leather tunic, and with- 
out the artificial wings and antennae which 
he had been accustomed to wear among 
them. Therefore he could not yet reveal 
himself. He must first restore his appear 
ance to normal and also find and put on one 
of the small portable radio sets which he 
had contrived years ago in his laboratories 
of Mooni, in order to talk with these folk 
who have neither ears noi' voice. 

So, turning his back on the alluring vil- 
lage, he made a meal of the green milk of 
the grazing anks, and then set out to circle 
the settlement and find a road. 

When he did reach the road he recog- 
nized it. And now he knew exactly what 
village that was. For the moment he could 
not recall its name; but he knew it to be a 
little town which he and Lilia had often 
visited, scarcely twenty stads from Luno 
Castle. 

As he strode on toward Luno Castle, his 
thoughts raced ahead of him, sometimes 
picturing a happy homecoming with LiUa 
and Baby Kew standing in the great arched 
doorway to greet him, and sometimes deso- 
lation and destruction with Prince Yuri, the 
murderer of the baby king, and the kid- 
naper of Princess Lilia. 

What would Myles Cabot find on the 
beautiful island in Lake Luno? 
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CHAPTER XXIII 


LUNO AND BEYOND 

W^TH no weapons except a steel knife 
and wooden rapier, the unkempt and 
bearded earth-man set out resolutely along 
the twenty-stad road which led to Lake 
Luno. All the rest of the afternoon he 
tramped along, avoiding the towns, and 
taking cover whenever a kerkool approached 

Night fell— the velvet, fragrant, tropic 
scented night of Poros; yet, still he kept on 
lor he knew the road. 

As he trudged along he tried to picture 
to himself the state of affairs in Cupia. Back 
in Vairkingi, when at last he had succeeded 
in getting the Princess Lilia on the air, she 
had mentioned the whistling bees, just be- 
fore Prince Yuri had cut her off. 

These bees were called “whistling” be- 
cause of the heterodyne squeal with which 
they appeared to converse; but Myles had 
discovered, by means of the greater range 
and selectivit}' of his own artificial radio 
speech-organs, that this whistle was due to 
the bees sending simultaneously on two 
interfering wave lengths, for signal purposes. 
When simply talking they used a wave 
length beyond the range of Cupian speech I 

Cabot had been able to adjust his portable 
set to this wave length, and had talked with 
I he bees. As a result of this conversation an 
alliance had been formed between Cupia 
and the Hymernians — as the bee-people 
called themselves— which had driven Yuri 
and his ants from the continent. Thereafter 
the bees had lived at peace with the Cupians, 
a special ration of green cows being bred 
for their benefit. 

What, wondered Cabot, had the returned 
Yuri done to disturb this state of affairs? If 
Portheris, the king of the bees, still lived, 
Cabot could not imagine him siding with 
Yuri. 

But, whatever had happened, it was clear 
that the bees were at the bottom of it. Time 
would tell very speedily. 

Traveling on foot at night on the planet 
Poros is necessarily slow and tedious, for 
the blackness of the Porovian night is dense 
beyond anything conceivable on earth. On 
earth even the light of a few stars would 
enable a man to distinguish between a con- 
crete road and the adjoining fields and 
woods and bushes, but on Poros no stars 
are visible. Accordingly Myles had to feel 


liis wav with liis feet, and fell off the road 
many times beiore he readied his destina- 
tion. Due to the mountainous character of 
the country, most of tlicse falls were ex- 
tremely jiainful, and some were positively 
dangerous. 

Yet on he kept, and before long the lights 
of Luno village loomed aliead. Even here it 
would not do to reveal himself in his pres- 
ent state of appearance, so he skirted the 
town and made his way down the steep 
path which led to the shore of the lake. 

If his island dwelling had been disturbed, 
he half expected to find that his boats were 
gone from this landing place; but upon 
groping about in the dark he came across 
several of them, tied up just where the\ 
ought to be. This clieered him immensely 

But when he staied across toward the 
island and saw no sign of any light there, 
his spirits fell again. It was not the custom 
at Luno Castle to go through the night to 
tally unillumined. 

He would soon find out what the trouble 
was. So stepping into one of the boats he 
cast off, and paddled vigorously toward the 
middle of the lake. Keeping his bearings was 
difficult in the jet-black darkness, but he 
was guided somewhat by the faint illumina 
tion sent skyward by the little village. 

Finally he bumped against the rocky and 
precipitous sides of the island, but misjudg 
ing his location he had to paddle nearli 
clear around the island before he came to 
the landing beach. This- gained, he pulled 
his craft ashore, and groped his way up the 
narrow path to the summit, thence across 
the lawns, which sloped gently down toward 
the center of the island, where lay a little 
pond with Luno Castle standing beside it. 

Myles ran into several shrubs, got com- 
pletely mixed up as to his directions, and 
finally fell into the pond. This gave him a 
new starting point from which to orient 
himself. Vt'alking around its edge, with one 
foot in the water, he would diverge out 
ward from time to time, until at last his 
groping hand touched a wall of masonry. 
It was his castle! He was home! But what 
did that home hold? His heart beat tumultu 
ously with anticipation. 

Feeling his way along the wall, he came 
to the steps, and crawled up them to the 
great arched doorway. The door was closed, 
but not locked. Myles flung it open softly, 
and entered, closing it behind him. Then 
closing his eyes, he turned an electric switch. 



flooding the luill vvilli llic ol inaio 

\’apor-lamps. 

Gradually opening liis c\elids. he glanced 
around him. Everywhere was ihe niustv odor 
of iinocciipancy. He had expecled eitl’.er 
his family or a sacked and niinctl casfle; he 
had found neither. 

It would not do for the surroundiug popu- 
lace to discoxcr his return until he uas 
ready; so he hastily found a flash-light, and 
then switched oH the vapoi-lamps again. 

Flash-light in hand, he made a tom of the 
castle. Everything was in perfect order. 
Lilia was a good housekeeper, and had e\'i 
dently been givcm plenty of time b\ Vuri to 
prepare for her departure. ITiis s]iokc vol- 
umes tor her safetv and that ol the bain 
king. 

li^YLES e\eii found his o« i] rooms imilis- 
turbed. t his surprised him uieatb . He 
had not e.xpceted this much consideration 
from Yuri. But then he reflected that Yuri 
must have been prettv sure that he would 
not return from the earth, and had u anterl 
to do nothing to antagonize L.ilki anv mor<? 
than absolutely nece.s.sarv This time Yuri 
had been playing the game of lo\e-and 
empire with a little more finesse lliari usual. 

Myles, in his own dressing room, switched 
on the light; this was safe, as its windows 
opened only onto the courtsard. rlicn he 
bathed, shaved trimmed his bait, and 
donned a blue-lxirdered toga, in phicc ol 
his leather Vairkiug tnnie. On. his head he 
placed a radio headset of the sort whieh fie 
had devised shortly after his first advent on 
Poros, to enable him to talk with tlie earless 
;md voiceless Cupians and Forrnians. 

Artificial antennae projected bom his tore 
head. His earphones anti rsirs were con 
(‘(‘aled bv locks ol hair his lin\ nncro)ihone 
-between his collar-bones— b\ a fold of his 
toga. Artificial wings strapped to tiis back 
protruded through slits in his garment. 
.Xroimd his waist, beneath his gown, was 
the belt which carried his batteries, tubes, 
and the sending and receiving a))paratns 
itself. 

Thus c((uipped, he surveved himself com- 
placently in the glass. Bailing the absence 
of a sixth finger on each hand and a si.x'tb 
toe on each foot, he looked a Caipian ol the 
Cupians. 

Then he proceeded to the radio room. The 
long distance radio-set was in perfect con- 
dition. but there was nolhii-a on the air. 


One of the threc-dialcd I’orovdan clocks 
showed the time to be 102.5; that is, a half 
hour after midnight, earth time. There was 
nothing furthcT he could do before morning;, 
so be lay down for a few hours of miicli- 
needed rest. 

When he awoke it was broad daylight, 
310 o’clock. The pink flush of sunrise was 
just fading from the eastern sky. Less than 
three parth.s— six hours— of sleep! And then 
lie realized that he must have slept the 
cloek around, and more. ,5 dav’s growth of 
Ireaid confirmed this It was now tlie begin- 
ning of his third dav in Gupia He had been 
dead to Poros for filteen partlis. 


So be shaved, bathed, and breakfasted on 
some dried tw’ig knobs— wliieli w.as all be 
could (ind in the house. The eom tvard gar- 
den was lull ol weeds. The lawns w'hich 
surrounded the castle and the pond were 
uncut. Evervthiiiu bespoke an ;ibandonment 
maiiv sangths ago. 

Aftei a complete tom ol the premises 
Myles hastened to the radio room, and 
tuneil-iu the palace at Kuana. The result 
w'as tlie voice ol the usnrpei Yuri, testily 
calling the ant-station in New Formia, far 
ac ross the boiling seas. From time to time 
tbeiv would be silence-, during w'bicb the 
priiiec- W'as eviclentK waiting tor a repiv ; 
but none c-ame Otto the- Bold bad clone bis 
work ol cic'strnetioii too well 

Mvles eluieklc'd. ^ iiri s Irantie voice, corn- 
ing in ovei the air. was a radio program 
mneli to Gabot s liking. Even the bexst earfli- 
station of Columbia, National or Mutual 
coulcl not surpass it The oiib thing be 
would rather bear would be bis own sw'c-el 
La'lla. 

His leeollc-etiou ol Otto tlic- Bold led him 
to woiidei bow the battle (or Yairkingi bad 
progressc'cl. Roic-s and \';iiikings on one 
side, against Boies and ants on the other. It 
was a toss-up. 

It seemed years since lie bad left the land 
ol the fun v ones -Otto, Grod, Att. jud, 
Theopb. Crnta, Arkilu. 'I’liev all resembled 
mere shadows of a dream. The onlv real 
feature that stood out in his memorv was 
the raefio set wbicb bo had fabricated. 

Then liis thouglits flew to Yat, the eitv of 
tlie Whoomaiigs. with its strange assortment 
of creatures, irielucling Boomalavla, the 
w'inged dragon, and Queekle Mnkki, the 
serpent. Cabot shed a tear for Doggo and 
little golden furred Qiiivven. and then came 
down to the present with a jerk. 
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He Wiis hack in Ciipia. clean, clolhed, 
shaved, ((inippcd, led, and rested. It was 
now up to him to rescue the Princess Lilia 
from her traitor cousin. First he must find 
firearms. But of these the castle had been 
looted; for not a trace of a rifle, an auto- 
matic, or even a single cartridge could he 
find, though he searched high and low. So 
reluctantly he strapped on merely his Vair- 
Icing sword and knife, and ran dosvn the 
path to the beach. 

TN the boat once more, lie paddled rap- 
idly toward the shore. At the landing 
place, sitting on one of the boats, was a 
Cupian, but as this man seemed to be un- 
armed, Cabot approached him without fear. 
As he came within antennae-shot the man 
sung out: “Welcome back to Cupia, .^^yle,s 
Cabot, defender of the faith!” 

Myles shaded his eyes from the silvei 
glare of the sky. “Nan-nan!” he exclaimed; 
for the Cupian before him was none other 
than the young cleric of the lost leligion 
who had helped rebuild his radio head-set 
in the Caves of Kar during the Second War 
of Liberation. 

-As the boat grated on the beach the earth- 
man leaped out, and the two friends were 
.soon warmly patting each other’s cheek. 

These greetings over, Cabot asked : “What 
good fortune brings you here?” 

He found it easy to slip back again into 
the language of this continent. 

“The Holy Leader detailed two of us,” 
Nan-nan replied, “to watch Luno Castle, for 
you know he must be kept informed of 
everything, as he waits u'ithin his caves for 
the promised day. Night before last my 
colleague saw lights for a night, so this 
morning I decided to reconnoiter.” 

“Ts Owva still Holy Leader?” Myles asked 
politely. 

“Yes,” the cleric replied. “The grand old 
man still lives.” 

“The Builder be praisedi But,” changing 
the subject, “how are my family?” 

“Both well,” Nan-nan answered, “though 
for the past six or nine dav’s the princess has 
not been permitted to communicate with 
anyone.” 

Myles smiled. “Why?” he innocently 
asked. 

“I know not,” the y oung cleric admitted. 

Myles laughed." “I thought that the Holy 
Leader knew everything,” he said. “Well, 
as it happens, 7 can tell tfoii. It is because I 


communicated with her a few days ago and 
informed her that 1 w;is about to return. Has 
no news of this got out from the palace?” 

“No,’ Nan-nan replied, “but it explains 
why Yuri has kept a large squadron ol 
wliistling bees patrolling the eastern coast 
all day long «Te] v dav. flow did yon get b\ 

I hem?” 

"C;ime n\ei at night, the earth-man 
answered. 'But what about the bees? 

“I’ll tell yon. Nan-nan said. “Shortly aftei 
\ on left on your visit to your own planel 
Minos, Prince Yuri flew back alone from 
his exile with the Formians beyond the boil- 
ing seas. This was the first that we of Cupia 
had known that any of them survived. 

“Yuri kept his return a secret for some 
time, but got in touch with some old sup- 
porters ol his. First he contrived to cut off 
the allowance of anks which are doled out 
to the bees for food. Then he stirred up 
trouble among the bees because of this. 

“The bees imprisoned Portheris, their king, 
and, under promise of an increased allow- 
ance of food, seized the arsenal at Kuana, 
ihe air base at Wautoosa, and Luno Castle. 
.'\s you know, the air navy has been prac- 
tically disbanded, because there was nothing 
for it to fight. The rifles of the marching 
clubs had fallen into disuse because other 
newer games had superseded archery. Most 
of the rifles were stored at various central 
places, which the bees succeeded in seizing. 

“Some of the hill towns still had arms, but 
they surrendered these under threat of Yuri 
to kill the Princess Lilia and the little king. 

“All the arms are now stored in the arsenal 
at the capital under guard of Yuri’s most 
trusted henchmen. A new treaty was made 
with the bees, giving them an increase in 
food. But even so they are restive and are 
held in check merely by feai of the anti 
aircraft guns at Kuana. 

“The general belief of the populace is that 
you are dead. Yuri is ruling strictly, and has 
di.s, solved the Popular Assembly. The pinquis 
everywhere are his per.sonal appointees. 
These facts and the burden of supplying 
anks to the Hymernians irk the people; but 
they are impotent. ‘Can a mathlab struggle 
in the jaws ol a woofus?’ 

“Lilia he treated well. If he had not done 
so, the populace would rise against him, 
bees or no bees. And he has promised the 
succession to little Kew, if Lilia will marry 
him. But your dot-dash message many 
sangths ago stopped that, for it showed that 
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you still lived aiul had relumed to Poms, 
although not to fins oontinent. 

That is all. .Now tell me of your ad- 
ventures.’ 

But belore complying with this request, 
the earth-man asked: “What has become 
of the loyal Prince Toron and my chief of 
itaff. Hah Babbuh, and Poblath the Philoso- 
pher, and all my other friends and 
supporters?” 

"Every one ol them, so lar as f know, is 
sale,” the young cleric replied. ' Vlo.st ol 
Ihem are hiding in the hill towns. Yuri hai 
not risked the wrath of the populace by 
molesting them, and in fact has given notice 
that so long as ihev behave (hev will be Icl 
alone.” 

''J'HEN Cabot related all that had occurrcil 

to him Irom the time he transmitted him 
.self earthward through Poros down to the 
present date. 

When he concluded he remarked: “That 
will be an antenna-full for the Holy Lcadei 
But now to get to w ork. On whom can 1 best 
depend in this vicinity?” 

‘On Emsul, the veterinary,” Nan-nan re 
plied. "He lives in the village now. Return 
to the island, and 1 will bring him to you.’ 

Myles did so. and in a short time the 
three were in conlerence in the castle. It 
seemed to Myles that the first thing to do 
was to recover his airplane, rifle, and am- 
munition from the vv'aters of the pit, but 
Emsul demurred. 

Said he: "Huge dark-green water-in.sects 
inhabit that pool. They are very like the 
red parasites which cling to the sides of the 
anks, and which we roast for food, but they 
are much larger ;md the bite of their claws 
means death.” 

The parasites to which the veterinary 
alluded had alwavs tasted to Cabot exactly 
like earth-born lobsters. The description ol 
these new beasts was further .suggestive of 
lobsters. He asked Emsul for a more detailed 
description, and found that this tallied still 
further with the earthly prototype. 

This reminded Myles of an interesting 
experiment which he had seen tried in the 
Harvard zoological laboratory, and which he 
now hoped to put to a practical use. 

So he asked; "Have these creatures a 
gravitational sense organ?” 

“Yes,” the Cupian veterinary replied, “al- 
though it is unlike ours. We Cupians, and 1 
suppose you Minivrians, have inside the skull 


on each side of the head a group of three 
tubes like the spirit levels of a carpenter. 

"The corre.sponding organ of the scissor- 
clawed beast is different, although serving 
the. same end. On each side of the thorax 
of these creatures there is a spherical cavity, 
w'ith a small opening to the outside. This 
opening is just large enough to admit a 
grain of sand at a time. 

"The membrane which lines the cavilv . 
exudes a liquid cement which unites into a 
little ball the grains of sand which enter. 
The cav ity is lined with nerve ends; and, as 
the ball ahv ays rolls to the bottom side of the 
cavity, the beast is able to tell which direc- 
tion is up. and which is down.” 

(arhot clapped his hands in glee. This 
wars cxacllv as in the case of earth-born 
lobsters. 

"Thev won t know which is up and which 
is dow n w hen T get through with them,” 
he exclaimed cryptically. 

It was quickly arranged that Nan-nan 
should go at once to the village near the 
lobster pool, and engage a gang of Cupian 
men to cut a swath through the thick woods 
which hem in the pool. When this was com- 
pleted. he w as to send a messenger to Lunn 
Castle to summon Cabot, who, meanwhile, 
w onkl be engaged in preparing certain mvs- 
terions electrical apparatus. For the present, 
ifie eaith-man's return was a secret. 

rhe plan worked to perfection. Only one 
(lav was consumed in chopping the path 
through the woods. On the second day 
after his meeting with Nan-nan and Emsul. 
Mvles pnxeeded to the lobster pool bv 
the kerkrtol. with his electrieal equipment 
and se\ eral boats. 

CH.\PTER XXIV 

rue: lobstekoid circuit 

A/f ^ f.ES could not help comparing his pres- 
^ ent ease of passage down the swath 
cut bv' the Cupians with his difficult grub- 
bing through the shrubs a few feet an hour, 
or even with forcing his way behind the 
wedge-laced insect. 

I'pon his arrival at the brink of the abyss, 
his first act was to test the black sand with 
an electric coil. As he had expected, it was 
magnetite, the only iron ore which will 
respond to a magnet. It was the same ore 
as he had used in his crucibles while making 
bis radio set in A’airkingi 
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This preliminary disposed of, cables were 
quickly stretched back and fortli acioss the 
pit, and from these cables large electro 
magnets were hung close to the surface of 
the water. Wires were run from tlie lighting 
system of the near-by town to a master con- 
troller itt the top of the clifl. 

When all vvas in readiness, the carth-rnan 
threw the current into all the circuits. The 
result was immediate. To the surface of the 
water there floated, bottom side up, a score 
or more of lobsterlike creates, eacli tlic size 
of a freight car. Poor beasts! 

The pellets of sand and cement, in the 
cavities of their gravitv-sense organs, were 
composed of magnetite; and this being 
attracted upwardly bv the suspended elec 
tro-magnets, gave the poor creatures the 
impression that up was do\\'n. and dowtr 
was up. Consequently, reversing their posi 
tion and floating to the snrfircc tires irnag 
ined— with what little imaginrrtion their 
primitive brains u'ere capable ol tirat tires 
were resting peacefnlls at the holtrrtir ol the 
lake. 

Next there were turned rtrr. irr place ol the 
suspended magnets, a nitmber ol magnets 
lying against the steep side ol tire pit near 
the surface of the svater; and irrslrrrrtls all 
the lobsteroids rolled over, ssith their bellir's 
toward that side of the pit I hc cspcrirncnl 
svas a complete success 

Grappling hooks and birreks ;trrd tackle 
svere then brought, and draggirrg ssas be 
gun for the airplane, tire anl-rillc. arrd the 
bandoleer ol cartridges ssiriclr Msies had 
lost on the night of his larrditrg irr Crrpiit. 

The radio man himsell, statiorred al his 
ssvitchboard, manipulated the instruments. 
Presumably all three ol the scrugirl itrliclcs 
ss'ere near the bank svherc Crrhrrt Irrtd larrdcd. 
.so fishing svas begun at tlirtt poirrt while 
energized magrrets, acrrrss the prrrrd. dress- 
the huge crustrreeans asvas Iss err srt. seseral 
of them swam back arrd snapped at the 
grappling hooks. 

This gave Myles an oppor tirrrits to prac 
tice his controls. Wherrever otte of the 
monsters of the deep ssorrld approaclr anv 
of the dredging apparatrrs, the radkt man 
ss'ould close the ssvitch svlrich corttrolled 
some near-by magnet, svlrcreat the bess'il- 
dered beast would be thross-n completely off 
his balance, and would require several para- 
parths before he could orient himself to the 
nesv lines of force. By the time that this 
had been accomplished, Cabot would have 


ssvitched on sonre other magnet, thus again 
upsetting the beast s eipiilibr ittm. 

It svas truly a vs'ciid arrd irtts el tune which 
this electrical genius ol tssn ssorlds played 
upon his keyboard, sshile htrge green shapes 
moved at his conrrnarrd. 

I'inally Myles got srt expert al this strarrge 
grtrrte, that it btrertme safe lor his ss'orkmen 
to descend into the pit ssithrirrl le.ar of the 
derrizens of the deep. .‘\1 Iasi the ropes ss-ere 
secLtrcly fastened to the arrtqrlarrc. and it 
svas drawrt itp the barrk to .salcts . The fire- 
arm and ammrrniliorr lollirssed shortly 
thereafter . 

The forces ol the true krrrg- baby Kew- 
wcrc now armed with orre small airship, one 
rifle, arrd one bandoleer ol cartridges. 

‘Yoir mrtsi .rtlrrck at (tnee! Nan-nan 
asserted. 

The earth-nrarr krttked al tlir- Crrpirrn irr 
sirrprise, 

“Why?’ he risked 

Because, the S'trtrrig t ier rr explairrcd, il 
yolt don’t strme orre irr this s illage is gqing 
to get svorcl to Prince Virri ol starr return. 
Allhoitgh no rtrrrroirriccrncrit hrts set been 
mrtde of your iderrtits . this (eat of yours of 
overcomiiig the scissor -berrsls is its good as a 
verbal introdrretion. brrrrrrcr s ss ill soon be 
rrotifying the rrsrrrpcr 

“VVlis r rriiiiCi sV ’ Ms ies asked. "Why not 
radio?" 

“Becaustr. Nan-nan rtqrlied. “1 took the 
|irccaution to throsv art ad|ristirig-t(iol into 
the local motor-gerrerrilor set ear ls this morn- 
ing. One of the solerrrtids is hopelessly 
jammed, arrd it svill lake ses’cral davs and 
nights of steads- stork to iostrrri’ it." 

“Great are the ramifications ol the lost 
icligiorr,’’ Cribol mrir nirirfd appros irrglv. 

Biit the youiig cleric poirteil. irr spite ol 
the tone of approvril. Said Ire; “ I here svere 
no ramificatioiis tft llii\ .iccomplishmetit I 
did it all mvscll. 

“H a\e it s'oiii ossir ssns Msies returned 
conciliatorils . “Brrt to gel l>a( k to ss hat we 
svere disciissirrg, boss rm. I to rrltack the 
liSlirper svith rro troops, and 'mis iiire plane, 
and one rifle?" 

“But you miisl rrtlack' .Nan-rrriri objected. 
“As for plarres, i.’sers jsl.iiie in tire kirrgdom, 
save only vorrrs, is under lock arrd key al 
Wautoosa, the old nas-al aii base, svhich 
now is the headquarteis ol the svhistling 
bees. Every firearm, save tsso )'Our rifle and 
Prince Yuri’s automatic, is under heavy 
guard at the Kuana arsenal. Onls’ the pre- 
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tender hiins('H and the arsenal guards— who 
are tnistetl henclimen ol liis -are perinitted 
to be armed.” 

“And 1 suppose,’ the earth-man inter 
jected, witli a shrug, “that you e.speet me, 
alone and single-handed, to seize the Kuana 
arsenal, and distribute arms to my people.’ 

“Not exactly, ” the priest replied. “You 
see—” 

At which point the eonversation was in- 
terrupted by a body of tioops, loui abreast, 
which came marching toward them down 
the aisle winch liad been cut through the 
trees. 

Cabot stepped back agliast. Trapped! The 
soldiers swung along in the perfect cadence 
which had been taught them by generations 
spent in the marching clubs— or “hundreds”- 
ol Cupia. True, they were unarmed, but 
what coidd one armed human do against 
such numbers? Cabot glanced down the 
path, and saw hundred after hundred turn 
into it at the farther end. 

There was only one possibility ol escape, 
his plane. But the plane was still dripping 
horn its submeigenee in the pond. Would 
its trophil-eirgine start while wet? Had 
enough water leaked into the alcohol tanks 
to damage the fuel? He would see. 

Shouting to Nan-nan and Emsul to fol- 
low, he started toward his craft; but the 
young cleric blocked his way. Treachery. 

No. For the young priest cried; “Fear 
not, defender ol the faith. These be friends! 
They are the armies which you are to lead 
against Yuri. They are marching clubs of 
the loyal hill towns, which have been called 
together here, ostensibly for an athletic 
tournament.” 

Cabot stopped his mad scramble of re- 
treat, and smiled. With such men he would 
reconquer Cupia, Yuri or no Yuri, bees or 
no bees! 

'^HE foremost hundred debouched and 

formed in company-front. Then from the 
ranks there stepped a Cupian, who snatched 
off his blond wig, revealing ruddy locks 
beneath. Onto his own right breast he 
pinned a red circle, the insignia of Field 
Marshal. It was Hah Babbuh, Chief of Staff 
of the Armies of Cupia, who had been 
Cabot’s right-hand man in the two wars ol 
liberation. 

Facing the troops he gave a crisp com- 
mand. Up shot every left hand. Then, wheel- 
ing about, he held his own hand aloft and 


shouted: “Yahoo, Myles Cabot! We are 
ready to follow where you lead!” 

“Yahoo!” the troops echoed in unison. 

Then, giving his men the order “at ease. 
Hah strode up to the earth-man. Warmly, 
the two friends patted each other on the 
cheek. It was many sangths since they had 
seen each other, and much had happened 
in the meantime. 

A council of war was immediately held 
between Myles, Hah, Nan-nan, and Emsul, 
at the plane. 

“Won’t this gathering come to the atten- 
tion of Yuri?” Myles asked. “And won’t he 
at once suspect its cause, in view of Its 
nearness to Luno Castle, and in view of 
my recent radio announcements from 
Vairkingi?” 

“I doubt it,” the Babbuh replied, “for we 
have wrecked every radio set in the vicinity.” 

But, this did not reassure the earth-man 
as much as it might. 

“It woidd seem to me,” he asserted, “that 
this very fact would put Prince Yuri on his 
guard.” 

“Possibly so,” Nan-nan ruefidly admitted, 
“but it will take tour days for investigators 
to cover the thousand stads from Kuana to 
here by kerkool, two days by bee.” 

“And in the meantime,” Myles countered, 
“it will take our plane two days to reach 
Kuana, and our kerkools four.” 

“Then,” Emsul suggested, “had we not 
better march openly and at once?” 

This suggestion was accepted, with the 
reservation, however, that the return of 
Cabot and the existence of their plane were 
to be kept as secret as possible. 

Accordingly the main body of the troops 
were put on the march toward Kuana, under 
Emsul, with instructions to requisition 
every available kerkool, wreck every radio 
set, and place every settlement under martial 
law. The kerkools, as fast as seized, were 
to be manned by the best sharpshooters, 
and sent ahead. 

The local village and the lobster pond 
were placed under heavy guard, and the 
earth-man with his plane and rifle remained 
under cover. 

That night, just at sunset, he started 
forth. The airship had been stripped to its 
lightest, and in it were crowded Myles 
Cabot, Hab Babbuh, Nan-nan, and half a 
dozen sharpshooters. Long before morning, 
they came up with the lights of the fore- 
most kerkools, and so were forced to cease 
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tlieir ;ttl\ Liinf, wlieioiipon tlicy landed, and 
('iicanipcxl loi the rest of the night and the 
lollouing day. 

All day long, kerkools passed them on 
the road, stopping to report as they passed. 
.Apparently a surprising number of the.se 
swift two-wheeled Porovian autos had been 
eap hired. 

The following night the plane again took 
wing, and continued until it caught up once 
nioie with the advance guard of the “taxi- 
cab army.” These men reported that, at the 
last radio station seized, thev had learned 
that Prince Yuri had put censorship on the 
air thus showing conclusively that the 
usurper had learned .something of what was 
going on. Then the kerkools sw'ept ahead, 
and Cabot encamped as before. He was 
now halfwav to Kuana. his loved ones, and 
Prince Yuri. 

Toward the end of the day which fol- 
lowed. th(' advancing kerkools met a bomb 
ing squadron of whistling bees, and were 
torched to halt and take cover as best they 
could. Most of the men escaped, but many 
of the machines had to be left on the road, 
where they were demolished by the bombs 
of the cnemv. 


D 


UKING all this contusion, a kerkool 
from the capital, bearing crossed sticks 
as a flag of truce, drew up at the vanguard, 
with the following message: “King Yuri can- 
not but regard the steady procession of ker- 
kools toward Kuana as a menace directed 
against him. ft it is not so intended, then 
let a delegation in one kerkool proceed 
under crossed sticks, to convince him of your 
sincerity. P’rom now on, it more than one 
kerkool advances, it will be taken as a hostile 
act, and Prince Kew, the heir to the throne, 
will be sacrificed as a hostage.” 

Upon receiving this message, Emsul at 
once directed his followers to stay where 
they were until Myles Cabot should catch 
up w'ith them. Then, with a picked body of 
men, in one kerkool, under crossed sticks, 
he took up the road toward Kuana, preceded 
by the delegation which had brought the 
message from Yuri. 

Not a word would he give them as to the 


purpose of the advance. 

“Your message was from Prince Yuri,” he 
said, “and therefore to Prince Yuri shall be 
the reply. But it does seem a bit thoughtless 
of the Hymernians to drop bombs on our 
men, before ev-en attempting to ascertain 


vvhcthei or not our advance vvas intended 
to be peacclul.’ 

To this, they in turn made no answer. 

About midnight, Myles Cabot, in his air- 
plane, reached the point where the kerkools 
had halted, fie found the CJupians confused 
and more or less Icadeilcss. He, as they, 
was horrified at the threat which the usurper 
Yuri held over the head of the little king. 

But while' he and Nan-nan and Hah Bab- 
buh were conferring on the situation, word 
was brought in, by a party who had just 
demolished a near-by radio set, that they 
had picked the following unaddressed and 
unsigned message out of the air: 

Fear not. Baby Kew has been kidnaped 

from the palace, and is safe. 

Somehow this news carried conviction. 
The longer they considered it, the more 
authentic it appeared. Certainly, it could 
not hiive emanated from Yuri, for he could 
have no possible object in deceiving them 
into thinking that the little king was safe, 
and thus encouraging them to proceed with 
whatever they might have afoot. 

But they could not imagine who was their 
informant. It might be any one of a number 
of the leaders in Cabot’s two wars of libera- 
tion, Poblath the Philosopher, mango of the 
Kuana jail; [a Babbuh, Oya Bull, and Buh 
Tedn, professors at the Royal University; 
Count Kamel of Ktuh, the ex-radical; or 
even the loyal Prince Toron, Yuri’s younger' 
brother, whom Cabot had left in charge as 
regent, upon embarking on his ill-fated visit 
to the earth. 

All these loyal Cupians had been driven 
into hiding, when the renegade Yuri had 
returned across the boiling seas and had 
usurped the throne with the aid of the 
Hymernians. Where they now were, no one 
knew. This mc.ssage might be from any one 
of them— or it might not. 

Anyhow, it served to hearten Cabot and 
his two companions. 

Said Myles: “Undoubtedly there were 
some of Yuri’s Cupian henchmen on the 
backs of the bees which bombed our ker- 
kools. These have probably reported by 
wireless that our advance has stopped. I do 
not believe that Yuri yet knows that we 
have a plane; accordingly, he will not expect 
immediate trouble, so long as our vanguard 
remains here, four hundred stads from 
Kuana. 

"You, Hah Babbuh, remain here in charge 


96 



ot our troops. 1 scrioiusly doubt it the usurper 
will attack you, for he does not dare trust 
enough Cupians with rifles for that purpose. 
.\an-nan and 1 and our .sharpshooters will 
proceed as rapidly as possible in the plane, 
until daybreak, when we will ('ucarnp .e 
usual. 

“To-morrow afternoon, send scouts ahead 
to destroy the wireless and start your whole 
kerkool army on the move at sunset. Bend 
every effort to join rne as soon as possilde at 
the capital, where I expect to arrive some 
time to-morrow night. Beyond that, 1 have 
no definite plans. Mar the Great Bnildei 
speed our cause.” 

Then he said good-night, arid took ofl 
once more in his plane. As he soared aloft 
with his noi.sy trophil-motor, earth-men 
would have heartl it for stads in er erv direc- 
tion, but these Cupians were eailess and 
hence possessed no sense of hearing as we 
know it. The noi.sy plane could make no 
impression upon their antenna-sense, for its 
engines being of the trophil variety— or 
Diesel, as we call a somewhat similar device 
on earth-had no electrical ignition. 

''pHKOUGffOUf the remainder of the 

night the plane sped southward, deviat- 
ing from its course only when whistling 
sounds warned them ot the presence ot bees. 
With the first faint tinge of pink in the east, 
they landed and hid their airship at the edge 
of a wood, two hundred and sixty stads from 
Kuana. 

A small town lay near by. To it \\'ent sev- 
eral ot the crew in search ot food and intor- 
rnation, while the rest took turns guarding 
tlie plane and sleeping. 

During C.'abot’s turn at watch, he noted a 
figure .slinking across a neighboring field. 
There was something strangely familiar 
about this figure, so Nlyles hid himself in a 
tartan bush and awaited its approach. 

It walked with a peculiar limp, very much 
like that which had cliaracterized Buh Tedn, 
ever since he reciwered from the shell 
wound which he had received in the Second 
War of Liberation. But the face and the 
hair ot the approaching Cupian bore no 
resemblance to that ot Professor Tedn. 
Nevertheless, Cabot took a chance. 

Stepping suddenly from his place of con- 
cealment, he shouted: “Buh Tedn!” 

Thereat, the Cupian emitted a shriek of 
terror from his antennae, and stinted run- 
ning awiiy across the fields. 


“Stop!" the earth-man called. “1 am Myles 
Cabot,” 

The fleeing man tiidted abruptly and 
peered at Myles inquisitively; then he smiled 
iind snatched off his wig, and straightened 
out his expression. It was none other than 
Buh Tedn! 

“So you are the cause of all the rumpus," 
he ejaculated, returning and patting his 
Iriend warmly on the cheek. 

“What rumpus?” Miles inquired with 
uterest. 

“Wireless won’t work,” the other replied, 
iind no messages on the air anyhow. Noth- 
ing but bees; the air is full of f/iem anyhow 
—also full of vague rumors of all sorts. As 
Poblath would say: ‘Where there’s wind, 
(here’s a storm’.’’ 

“Speaking of Poblath,” Myles said, “where 
i\ the philosopher?” 

“Kuana, the last 1 heard,” Buh Tedn re- 
plied. “Ja Babbuh and Oya Buh are some- 
where in the west. Prince Toron has 
disappeared completely. Plah Babbuh and 
Emsul are supposed to be in the northern 
part of the Okarze Mountains. Kamel Bar- 
Sarkar has gone over to Yuri. I am here. 
That about completes the list of our former 
leaders.” 

“Hah Babbuh is in charge ot my unarmed 
lorces one hundred and sixty stads north 
of here,” Cabot answered. “Emsul is on his 
way to Yuri under crossed sticks. I am here 
in a plane, with one rifle, Nan-nan the cleric, 
and six unarmed sharpshooters.” 

“What is the idea?” Tedn asked. 

"The idea is to fly to Kuana to-night,” the 
earth-man replied, “and raise as much 
rougli-hou.se as possible for Prince Yuri. Will 
yon come with us? There is one vacant place 
in the plane. ” 

The Cupian looked at him admiringly, 
and said: “You are still the same old Myles 
Cabot! You propose to capture Kuana prac- 
licalb' without arms and single-handed. And 
the joke is that you will probably succeed. 
How do you do it?” 

“It’s a gift!” Myles laughed. “But ‘trees 
have antennae’, as Poblath would say. Let 
us proceed to the plane and wait for 
evening.” 

.At the plane, Cabot awakened one of 
the Cupians to take his place on guard. 
Then, in low tones, he and Buh Tedn each 
related to the other all that had occurred 
since the matter-tran.smitting apparatus had 
shot the radio man earthward. 
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Along toward night the absentees re- 
turned trom the village, bringing provisions, 
but scarcely any news except that the place 
was seething with suppressed excitement, 
and that they had succeeded in getting into 
the radio station and “pying” the appiU'atus. 

“Let us start then at once,” Buh Tedn 
counseled. “No one can now get word to 
Yuri, and perhaps they will mistake us for a 
Ilvmernian, anyhow.” 

But impatient as he was, Myles would 
hear none of this. 

“They could easily dispatch a runner to 
.some near-by town to send the message from 
there.” he said. “Furthermore, a plane looks 
\cry little like a whistling bee.” 

So the group feasted, and waited until the 
last streaks of red had died in the west, 
before they shot into the air and southward. 
The plane was driven to its utmost, but it 
was later than 100 o’clock before the lights 
of Kuana loomed ahead. 

Tinning to the right, Cabot skirted the 
city and landed near the arsenal. 

Nan-nan promptly left them. 

“I have church affairs to attend to,” he 
e.xplained. 

“Great are the ramifications of the lost 
religion,” the earth-man replied, laughing, 
“and t hope that you pick up somi: useful 
information.” 

After the young cleric had gone Buh 'f’edn 
asked: 

“Surely you don’t plan for us to attack 
the arsenal? It is lieavily guaided by the 
onlv men whom Yuri permits to carry fire- 
arms in this entire kinedom.” 

CHAPTEK .KXV 

ALl. KINDS OF TnOUHCi; 

must reconnoitcr first. ' Cabot re- 
plied, “for as yet I have no definite 
plans.” 

Accordingly they made their vvay to a 
gro^’e of trees neai' the arsenal. Where they 
stood they were completely enveloped by 
toliage and tropical darkness, but the ar- 
senal was in a flood of liglit which emanated 
Irom large floodlights on poles a short dis- 
tance outside the surrounding wall. Along 
the top of the high wall walked sentinels 
armed with rifles. 

Cabot quickly formed his plans. 

Turning his rffla and bandoleer over to the 
best shot in the party, he instructed the 


sharpshooter as follows: “When I raise my 
hand so, then shoot the sentinel to whom I 
am talking. Follow that by a shot at the near- 
est light. Then, under cover of the dark- 
ness, slink across the plain and join me at 
the w;dl.” 

Without any further explanation he 
walked boldly out into the light. 

As he approached the arsenal there rang 
out the cry of “Halt!” 

He halted. 

"VV’ho is there?’ 

“Not so loud!” he cautioned. “You see 1 
am unarmed. Lot me approach near the wall 
so that I may explain my mission, which is 
lor your antennae alone.” 

The sentinel signified his assent, and 
Cabot drew nearer. 

“Halt!” the Cupian on the wall repeated, 
but this time in a low tone. 

Cabot halted again, this time almost di- 
rectly under the light. 

“Stand where you are, said the soldier, 
“while I let down a ladder. Make any 
attempt to flee, and I shall fire.” 

Myles remained where he was, with every 
indication of extreme terror, as the Cupian 
let down a rope ladder from the top of the 
wall, and descended. 

“Hold up youi hands!’ 

Up shot Cabot’s right hand, ft was the 
signal agreed on with the concealed sharp- 
shooter. Ping! The sentinel dropped to tlie 
ground without a sound. Ping! The light 
went out. Hastily the earth-man exchanged 
his white toga for the black toga of his fallen 
enemy, and picked up the latter’s rifle and 
cartridge-belt. It felt good to have a real 
rifle-shaped rifle in his hands once more in 
place of the buttless firearm of the ants. 

Just then a voice hailed him from the top 
of the wall. “What’s the trouble?” 

Out of the dim twilight below Myles 
called back: 

“I shot a sutler, and just as 1 was about to 
.search his body the light went out. Have 
von your flash light with you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then come on down and help me 
search.” 

The second sentinel, eager for a taste of 
sutler’s food after weeks of garrison rations, 
started to scramble down the rope ladder; 
but as he neared the ground Cabot stepped 
to his side and put a single bullet through 
his brain. 

Out of the semidarkness around him there 



arose seven forms. They wore Buh Tedn 
and the six Cupian marksmen from the hills. 
Buh Tedn started to change clothes with 
the fallen guard, but Cabot stopped him, 
saying, “No; your limp would give you 
away. Let one of the others assume the per- 
sonality of this sentry.” 

One of the others made the exchange. 

Then said their leader: “Two of the posts 
of the guard are now clerired. Do you, 
marksman, ascend the ladder and walk this 
beat, impersonating Yuri’s guardsman." 

The man did so, while those below cow 
ered close to the vr’all. Soon Cabot heard a 
shot to the extreme right of the beat. Then a 
voice from abor e called softly; 

“One less guard, O Cabot. Three sections 
of the wall are now cleared. I have the body 
up here. ” 

Myles and one more sharpshootei 
mounted the parapet; soon all three were 
walking post with the precision of old war 
time practice, while the other five members 
of the party clung to the rope ladder undei 
the shadow of the wall. Cabot himsell 
walked the lefterrnost post, and took pains 
never to meet the adfoining sentrv Thus 
nearly half a parth of time passed. 

Finally an officer with a squad approached 
along the top of the wall to the left. Cabot 
promptl\’ crowded to the extreme right-hand 
end of his beat, and cautioned his own ad 
inining sentinel to remain close at hand. 

As tile squad drew near he sun<i out. 

Halt!” 

The squad halted. 

“Who is there?" the earth-man demanded. 

“Relief.” 

“Ads anee one and be lecognized.” 

The officer .stepped forward. 

“Adrance relief.’ 

The officei brought the relief forward, 
halted it acain. and called out. “Number 
four!” 

Thereat one of the squad stepped from 
the ranks at port-arms. Cabot himself came 
to port in unison. 

At this point the routine ended. Tilting 
his gun slighth from its position, Myles sud- 
denly fired trvo shots, and the officer and 
the new Number Fotir sank down upon the 
parapet. 

Instanth the whole squad was in confu 
sion, but beiore tliea' could raise their rifles 
to replv Mvles .-md his companions riddled 
them with bnlleJs. 

One. ol tbeivi. more qnick-thinking than 


the rest, dropped prone without being hit, 
and then cautiously drew a bead on Myles 
Cabot, who, seeing his enemies all down, 
had just paused to breathe. Neither he nor 
his companion saw this hostile move, and 
Myles’s other man was walking his post, far 
to the right, in a military manner, so as to 
attract no attention from the guardsmen 
farther on. 

Everything was all set tor the tragedy 
which would forever put an end to the hope 
of the redemption of Cupia from the rene- 
gade Yuri and his bee allfes 

But just as the soldier was about to pull 
the trigger, a brawny arm slipped across 
his throat and yanked him backward, so that 
his gun u’ent off in the air. It was Buh Tedn, 
who had crawled to the top of the wall in 
the rear of the squad. A shot from Cabot’s 
companion promptly put an end to this last 
enemy 

Then the seven conspirators searched the 
bodies and equipped themselves, Cabot pin- 
ning on the insignia of the officer. There 
were eight bodies, but some had undoubt- 
edly fallen from the wall in the struggle. 
No time could be spared to hunt for these, 
and eight was more than enough for the 
present purposes. 

jV/lYLES formed his men in two ranks, 
counted them off, faced them to the 
right, and proceeded along the parapet, 
picking up his one already posted man as 
he went. 

Number Six was relieved in true military 
form. He was too glad of getting off duty 
to notice the unfamiliarity of the officer who 
relier ed him. Similarly with Numbers 
Seven. Eight, Nine, and so on. 

.As he came to Number Eleven, Cabot be- 
gan to V orrr^ for fear that his supply of new 
sentinels might run out. Why hadn’t he 
made some arrangement to have his own 
men l ejoin him after being posted? But then 
he reflected that that would never do, for it 
certainh' would have been noticed by the 
others. He was in a fix. 

Number Twelve was relieved, all seven 
of his own men were gone, and Myles Cabot 
found himself at the head of a squad com- 
posed entirely of the enemy. What could he 
do at Number Thirteen? 

But just as he rr'as frantically turning this 
question over in his mind, he came to a long 
ramp leading inward from the wall, down to 
a .small building between the wall and the 
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main arsenal. He .stepped back as tliougb to 
inspect the squad; and the) , without com- 
mand, marched past him, tinned, and pro- 
ceeded past Number One down the ramp. 
This was the guard-quarters; there were no 
more sentinels to relieie. 

Inside the buildings he gave the com 
inands: “Relief— halt! Left-face! Port— arms' 
Open — chambers! Close - chambers! Dis 
missed! Hands up!” 

The last was not in the .Manual, The tired 
men, on their way to the gun rack, stopped 
in surprise. Up shot their hands, some first 
dropping their rifles, birl some retaining 
them, 

“It is Cabot the Minorian!' one ol therr, 
shoirted. 

The situation was ticklish rrr the estrcnic: 
'the Cupians were scattered throirglniril the 
room, .so that it was impossible for Mvles to 
cover them all simullaneousK with his rifle. 
They were desperate chaiaeters, thugs ol 
the worst type, typical henchmen of Prince 
Yuri. If they started any trouble, .Myles 
could expect to get or re, or at most two, ol 
the seven before the rest wimlcl get him. 
Furthermore, they knew it. 

“Back up, all of you, into that corner! 
Quickly!” he dircclecl. 

But they did not budge. Crachrally smiles 
began to break over their uglv visages. They 
realized that they bad him at has rather 
than he them. And what a prize he would 
be for presentation to Kirrg 'irrri! W'h), the 
king might even blow them to a beefsteak 
party. 

The earth-man coulronted therrr, urralraid. 
He still had the dro[) on therrr, and he in- 
tended to press his advarrtage to the limit. 

“You fat one over by the rack, back into 
the corner,” he ordered, 'or I'll shocit vou 
first.” 

The Cupian addressed irheved with 
alacrity. 

“You with the .scar ! L,a\ clowri \ <iiir gun! 
Now you back into the conier!" 

The second soldier did so Things w'ere 
progressing nicely. One bv one he could 
subdue the Cupians confiontiug him. But, 
just as he was exulting in Iris triumph, his 
gun was seized from behind Turning, he 
saw Number One leering at him. 

One blow from his fist iir that leering face 
and the newcomer crashed to the floor. But 
before Myles could wheel to confront those 
in the guardroom, they had rirslred him and 
borne him to the ground 


“Capture him alive!” some one shouted, 
and that w'as the last that he heard, for 
.something snapped in his por table radio set, 
and from then on he was deaf to antennae- 
emanations. All that he could hear was an 
iccasioual rille shot. 

In spite ol the ov er vvheliniug numbers 
upon him, he loright with leet and fists, 
until at last, the weight seemed to les.sen. 
Finally he struggled to his feet and eon- 
fronted his tormentors. Clould it be that 
single-handed. Ire had v rinquished eight 
hraw'iiy Cupians':" 

But no, for the ligrrres he confronted were 
.(uh Teclrr and his own men. The eight 
■nernies lay dead orr the door. 

d'he mutual eorrgr;itulatiorrs were silently 
given, A rpriek inspr-etron showed that the 
head-set and tin- ap|)aratris-helt were hope- 
lessly damaged, so the t.tdr'o man found a 
stylus and paper and wi'ole: “My artificial 
antennae and the accompanying apparatus 
were ruined iluring the light. Luckily there 
is another set in the airplane. One of you 
go (priekly and letch it ’ 

One of the partv .lecoixlinglv withdrew. 
The others, rille in h.md, pnrceeded to search 
the building, but not a soul did they find, 
although tire com law h.al cv irlerrtlv been 
recently occupied 

It seemed likelv lhat. durirrg the struggle 
in the grrartlmom the rest o( the guard, 
being unable to re.ich the arms rack, had 
stealthily left the hrrildirrg. 

So Myles and his partv hrrrrietl on to 
the door which led horn the building into 
the arsenal yard. .As ihev emerged they were 
met with a vollev horn the arsenal, and 
three of their rrirrnbet went dowrr. The rest 
beat a hasty retreat arnl frarred the door. 

Then thev made their way to the windows 
which faced the main arsenal, but two more 
of them were picked nil before they real- 
ized how perlef lK thev were silhoiretted by 
the lighted rooms within. One of the.se two 
was I3uh Tedn. Mvles tiabot and one 
Cupian sharpshooter were all that were left 
of the partv 

A rapidly as possifile the two survivors 
extinguished all (he lights in the girrml 
house, and therr rnouotevi to the roof, which 
was flat and sirr roirrrdevl bv ;i low parapet 
which protected them from showing them- 
selves against lire illnmiraitirirr of the sur- 
rounding vapor lamps. 

Crawling along the rool to the edge near- 
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cst the ni'senal, they peered cautiously over. 
The whistle of a bullet caused Myles to 
duck his head, and he pulled his companion 
to cover as well. With his artificial antennae 
gone, he could not explain orally and it was 
too dark to write. But the other followed 
him to the opposite edge, where they suc- 
ceeded in potting the sentinels at Posts Two 
and Three, which were the only occupied 
posts within sight. 

There appearing to be nothing further to 
be accomplished up there, they crawled 
down into the bvulding and took up their 
station at windows of the upper story, from 
which they fired at every sign of movement 
in the direction of the arsenal, taking care 
to drop to the floor and then change win- 
dows after each shot. 

Finally their ammunition gave out, and 
Cabot went down into the guardroom for 
more. But a long and careful search re- 
vealed only a few rounds. 

Myles returned to the upper story and 
groped through the rooms to find his friend 
But it was his toot, rather than his out- 
stretched hand, which finally found him 
The Cupian sharpshooter lay dead 

Myles Cabot alone, with only about a 
dozen cartridges, was the sole remaining 
defense of the captured building. No life 
seemed to be stirring on the arsenal side, so 
he crossed the building and looked out at 
the wall. 

Dark figures were stealthily creeping 
along where Post No. 12 should have been. 
The earth-man let them have it with rapid 
fire, and they quickly disappeared. 

He now heard firing in that direction, and 
then the lights there went out, so that the 
wall no longer showed against the sky. From 
time to time he fired where he judged the 
wall was, so as to keep back the invaders, 
and thus soon entirely exhausted his 
ammunition. 

“Thank heaven, ' he said to him.self, "the 
downstairs door is barred!” 

But as he said this he realized that he 
had omitted to bar the door which opened 
toward the wall; and even as he realized this 
there came a rush of many feet down the 
ramp which led from the wall to this door. 

CHAPTEB XXVI 

THE DEBACLE 

\yfYLES drew his knife, crouched in a cor- 
ner of the dark room, and prepared to 


sell his life dearly. He was ready for search- 
ers who might come groping through the 
room, but he was wholly unprepared for the 
sudden switching on of the electric lights. 
As he sprang to his feet and rubbed his 
eyes, he saw before him Nan-nan and the 
sharpshooter whom he had sent back to the 
plane to get his second radio set. Behind 
them in the doorway were a score or more 
of Cupians. 

Snatching the new set, he fastened it in 
place, while the others waited. Then, artic- 
ulate once more, “You have come in the 
nick of time. How did it happen?” 

The young priest replied, “Through spies 
of our religion I located Oya Buh; he 
rounded up a number of his followers, and 
we hastened hither. The wall we found un- 
guarded, with a rope ladder hanging down, 
and at its foot six dead soldiers in black 
togas. We took their arms and mounted 
the wall, only to be driven back by shots.” 

“My shots,” Myles interjected. 

“Not all,” Nan-nan replieu, ‘tor some 
came from the arsenal; we could tell by the 
flashes. Several of our party were hit— al 
though not by you, so your conscience may 
feel clear— before we put a stop to this by 
shooting out all the outside lights. Then we 
rushed the guardho\jse, and here we are. 
But where are t/our men?” 

“Dead— all dead,” the earth-man sadly re- 
plied. “Even Buh Tedn.’ 

Oya Buh then stepped forward and 
greeted his former chief. 

“Yahoo, Cabot!” he cried. “May the dead 
rest beyond the waves. We, the living, have 
work to do. Look— the sky turns pink and 
silver in the east! Morning has come. Whal 
do you propose?” 

“Morning means that the whistling bees 
will soon be upon us,” Myles answered. “We 
must capture the arsenal before they arrive." 

The party then took inventory of their 
supplies. There were thirty-eight rifles, forty 
Cupians, and Myles Cabot. One man was 
promjrtly sent to the roof with cros.sed sticks. 
When these were recognized, thirty-eight 
men under arms were marched up onto the 
roof as well. It was considered advisable for 
Cabot himself to keep under cover. Then 
Oya Buh unbarred the door and stepped out. 
An officer from the arsenal advanced to meet 
him. The two gravely patted each other’s 
cheek. 

The officer, whose rank was that of pootah, 
inquired: 
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“Wliat is tlie iflcn ol HeK iiig voiir king, 
professoi? ^ 

“Tile idea,’ Oya replied, "is that we have 
come to restore Kew XIII to the throne and 
the Cupians to their proper dominion over 
the bees. The guardhouse, as you see, is 
manned by sharpshooters, hilly armed. A 
vast force, unarmed but determined, awaits 
outside the walls. If you surrender, we shall 
spare your lives. If not, we shall rush the 
gates while our sharpshooters pick off am 
one who opposes, and shall kill all whom 
we find within. What say you? ” 

The pootah shrugged his .shoulders. 

What is there to say?” he replied. “We sur- 
render, provided we are given safe conduct, 

“Safe conduct without arms? 

“Agreed.” 

So the guard, about a hundred in nuinbci. 
in their black togas, filed out of the arsenal, 
through the guardhouse, onto the wall, along 
it, and down the rope ladder. 'J'he ladder 
was then hauled up again. The pootah 
looked around him. 

“Where is your vast army? he asked. 

“On the other side of the wall,” Oya Buh 
replied, with a smile. “Now run along a\va\' 
from here, like a good little hoy. 

But the officer and his tolloweis started 
circling the wall to investigate. Before 
he gained the main gate, however, it had 
been opened and, for all he could tell, the 
“vast army” had pas.sed inside. A guard sta- 
tioned there advised him to get out of rifle 
range as speedily as possible, and twelve 
sentinels, who by now had manned the wall, 
bore out this menace; so, grumbling some- 
what the pootah led his men off toward the 
city. 

Thus did Myles Cahrit and lorty-seven 
practically unarmed followers capture the 
Kuana arsenal from its hundred defenders. 

Straggling Cupians now began to drift in 
from the city. These were put to work cart- 
ing arms and ammunition out of the arsenal 
and stacking it up in widely separated piles 
wherever cover could be found. Every 
Cupian who reported was issued a rifle and 
a full bandoleer of cartridges. 

“We may perhaps thus arm some ene- 
mies.” Myles admitted, “but we must take 
the risk. The majority will be friends.” 

It was well that they removed all the 
ammunition which they could. It would have 
been better if they could have removed 
more. They all worked feverishly for half 
the morning, even taking the guards off the 


w'all lor this purpose, but they had .scarceK 
made a deni in the supplies stored in the 
arsenal when a Heel of bei's appeared on the 
southern horizon. 

In spile of the approaching menace, .Myles 
,ind his men continued to work, 'fhe Hy- 
meriiians flew low siraighi at the arsenal, 
until a volle\ Irom Cabots men brought 
down two ol them and caused the rest to 
^oar into the sky, Wh('reupon they started 
hopping bombs on the. arsenal, and on the 
men carting materials therelrom. 

Naturally, this pul an ahrupt end to 
laibnt’s operations. Mis men scattered as 
rapidiv as po.ssiblc; aiul individually made 
For the citv with small (piautities of arms, 
keeping to cover as well as they could. 
Cupians from kuana helped themselves to 
the r<'.st, and by nightfall the captured sup- 
plies were pretty well distrihuti'd. The 
arsenal was a smoking ruin. 

.Ml through the afternoon the hees. Hying 
low, haiassed whoever they saw moving on 
tli<; streets, especial Iv such as were carrying 
rilles; but these lelalialed bv (iriug at all 
bees that crime within range, in spite ol 
which very lew bees were killed. Night 
brought a cessation of this sort ol warfare, 

I'ansul arrived and of course at once gave 
up tin; idea of his projected peace mission 
to Yuri. Me and flahot ami .Nan-nan and 
Ova Buh spcnl the night, under heavy guard 
at .separated points throughout the city, se- 
curing much-needed sleep. Under cover ol 
the darkness, many of their followers 
loragcd in the ruins ol the, ar.senal and se- 
cured a surprising qnanlity of undamaged 
material, being joined in the moniing bv' the 
armv in kerkools Irom the north, 

TDEFOKE daybreak a resolute hand of sev- 
eral thousand loyal Cupians had gath- 
ered in the streets and houses surrounding 
the palace, and promptly at sunri.se they 
launched an attack. Thev had expected to 
find the palace guard unarmed; but evi- 
dently a large quantity of the rifles and 
ammunition, vvhich had been distributed 
throughout the citv, had^ found tiun'r way to 
the palace, for the assault was at once re- 
pulsed by heavy Kre from the palace guards. 

.\.s Cabot’s foiees reformed for a second 
attack, they were deluged with explosives 
from above. The bee-pcoplc had evidently 
not returned to their base at VVautoosa, but 
had spent the night near by, so as to be on 
hand to protect the palace. 
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Whenever they sighted even a small 
group of Cupians, or wherever they had 
reason to suspect that some building was 
hostilely occupied, there they would drop 
one of their devastating bombs. Cabot’s 
forces were completely at the mercy of the 
Hymernians. There was but one thing to d< 
--flee. 

In vain, the earth-man and his able lien 
tenants tried to rally their troops. What was 
the use in assembling, when assemblv was 
the signal for a bomb from above? What u’as 
the use of attacking the invincible bees? 

Myles Cabot stood irresolute in one ol 
the public squares. He was as near to de 
spairing as lie had ever been in his many 
vicissitudes on the planet Poros, since his 
first arrival there five earth-years ago. Oh. 
if only he had airplanes with which to sub 
due the Hymernians as in the days of old! 
Almost was he tempted to return to the 
\'icinity of the arsenal, ascertain whether 
his one plane was intaet, and if so fly alone 
in a last desperate attempt to give battle to 
his winged enemies. 

The more lie thought of the plan, the 
more it appealed to him. There seemed to 
be no other way out. His bravely engineered 
revolution had crumbled. If he stayed 
where he vias. he would undoubtedly be 
tracked down, and put to some ignominious 
end by the usurper. How much better, then, 
to die bravely fighting for his Lilia and his 
adopted country. 

And his baby? He wondered wliere the 
little darling had disappeared to. At least 
the infant king was out of Yuri’s clutches. 

So, his mind made up, Myles set out on a 
run for the wood overlooking the ausenal. 
After a few paraparths he reached it. There 
stood his plane. Hapidly he went over all 
the struts, and stays, and engine parts. 
Everything appeared to be in first class 
order. The fuel tanks contained plenty of 
alcohol. How this machine had escaped cap- 
ture or destruction was a marvel, but prob- 
ably the bees had been too busy bombing 
groups of Ciqiians, to take the time to ex- 
plore the appaiently deserted grov'e. 

Myles .sprang aboard and was just about 
to start the trophil engine, when a familiar 
sound, smiting upon his earthborri ears, 
caused him to delay for a moment. From 
the southward came the purr of many 
motors. 

Was the wish the father to the thought? 
His longing for an air fleet, with which to 


vanquish the bees, had been so intense; trad 
it affected his mind and caused him to hear 
things which did not exist? Impossible, for 
the purr of the motors was unmistakable. 

He strained his eyes toward the southern 
horizon, so that they might see what his ears 
heard; but there was nothing there. TTie 
radiant silver sky was untouched save by 
an occasional small cloud. 

The bees still kept up their bombing of 
the city. He could see them flying low over 
the housetops, and up and down the prin- 
cipal thoroughfares, ferreting out any 
groups of Cupians who dared to gather in 
Cabot’s cause, dropping bombs on any 
houses which presumed to fly the blue pen- 
nant of the Kew dynastv in place of the 
vellow of Yuri. 

The bees did not heed the approaching 
planes from the south. Of course notl For 
the w'histling bees of Poros had no ears. 
They heard with their antennae, and heard 
only radio waves at that, in fact only short- 
length radio waves. 

The noise of a large fleet of airships swept 
on out of the south. Nearer and nearer it 
came, until it was right over the city, and 
still not a single plane appeared in sight. 
.Meanwhile the bees continued their depre- 
dations, and the earth-man sat in his own 
plane and watched and waited. 

As he watched, he saw one of the bees 
who happened to be flying higher than the 
rest, suddenly vanish in a puff of smoke. And 
then another and another. 

The Hymernians, too, saw this and rose 
to investigate, whereat there came the shut- 
off whir of descending planes. 

pASClNATED, Myles stared into the sky, 

whence came these sounds, and saw oc- 
casionally, against gathering clouds, a glint 
of silver light. 

Several more of the asceiiding bees ex- 
ploded. And now Myles was able to see 
from time to time, silhouetted on a back- 
ground of cloud, the ghostly form of an 
airship. The bees, too, saw, and flew to the 
attack. What was this shadow fleet? Had 
the spirits of the brave Cupian aviators of 
the past returned to free their beloved coun- 
try from Hymernian domination? 

The two fleets, bees and ghostly planes, 
had now completely joined battle, and were 
drifting slowly to the southeast. Myles came 
out of his trance, started his engine, and 
rose into the air, intent on joining the fray. 
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On Ills way, lie circled over the city, and 
gave it a glance in passing. Then he gave it 
a second glance, for the Cnpians, relieved 
of the menace of the bees, were forming for 
a second attack on the palace. 

Instantly his plans changed. What busi 
ness liad he running off to watch howevei 
intciesting a sky battle when right here 
belorc him lay a chance to do what he had 
braved so many misfortunes to accomplish, 
iiamclv tree his Lilia from the unspeakable 
Yuri! X'eering sharply, he landed on one ol 
the u]ipei terraces of the palace. 

He still wore his bandoleer ol cartridges, 
and still carried his rifle. Filling the maga 
zinc, he boldlv de.scended into the building. 
No one guarded the approaches from the 
air. toi they depended on their aerial allies 
to do tliat for them. The upper rooms were 
deserted, doubtless because the womenfolk 
were cowering in the basements and be 
cause the palace guards and Yuri’s other 
henchmen were resisting the attack ol 
(iabot’s Cnpians at the ground levels. 

Cabot himself explored the palace unim 
peded and unchallenged. Here he was at 
last at his journey’s end, but where was 
lalla? Lilia the blue-eyed princess. Lilia ol 
the golden curls, his Lilia! 

The rooms which he and she had occu- 
pied showed every sign of contiinied and 
present occupancy, even to the crib ol the 
bab\' king, emblazoned with the arms of 
the House of Kew C;ibol looked reverently 
around the living rooms ol his wife and 
child, and then swept on into the lower 
lc\ els of the palace 

Occasionally he would come upon groups 
ol delenders: but they, naturally assuming 
that he was one of them— especially as he 
still wore the black toga of the arsenal 
guard— gave him but little heed. Whenever 
the group was not too numerous he would 
shoot them He hated to do this, but he 
knew he had to in order tf> save his loved 
ones. 

Thus he traversed practically the whole 
ol the upper reaches of the palace without 
encountering his arch enemy Yuri, or any 
ol the womenfolk. Yuri was no coward. 
However much of a scoundrel he might be, 
no one would ever accuse him of that. 
Therefore he was not in hiding. He was 
apjrarentlv not in command of the defense. 
I'herefore he must be either away from the 
[■•alace, or concocting some devilment. 

Figuring thus. Cabot continued to de- 


scend to levels below the ground floor. 
While treading these subterranean passages, 
searching, ever searching tor either Lilia or 
Yuri, he came upon one of the palace 
guards The fellow was unarmed, so Cabot 
did not shoot 

Instead he ordered, “Up with your hands.’ 

The guard promptly obeyed. 

■‘Now.’’ said his captor, “the price ol your 
life is to lead me to your king." 

“Indeed, I will with pleasure,’’ the soldier 
replied with a sneer, “for King Yuri will 
make short work of one who turns traitor 
to his black garb 

The earth-man smiled ‘1 am no traitor, 
lie announced, “and this black toga is mere 
borrowed fur Do you not know Cabot the 
Vlinorian?” 

The other blanched. “Good Bitilderl" he 
exclaimed, “We did not believe the story 
that you had returned from the planel 
Minos. But I am at your orders, for I am 
one of the old guard who served under King 
Kew the Twelfth, the father of Princess 
Lilia, may he rest beyond the waves.” 

“Lead on, and no treachery," Myles curtb' 
replied. “I trust no one who has ever worn 
the livery of Prince Yuri” 

So the guard led the way through many 
winding passages, down into the very 
bowels of the sirbterranean labyrinths of the 
palace. What could Prince Yuri be doing 
way down here unless he was hiding, which 
seemed unlikely? Cabot became very sus- 
picious. and, rifle in hand and finger on trig- 
ger, watched his guide with eagle eye. 

Finally they came upon a form in an 
elaborate vellow toga, huddled in a corner . 

“King Yuri,” said the soldier laconically. 

At the sound of the voice the usurper 
looked around; and now it became evident 
that he was crouching there not for fear, 
but rather because he was engaged in re- 
pairing something with a set of typical 
Porovian queer-looking tools. 

Apparently not at all .surprised, he hailed 
his deadliest enemy and rival as though the 
latter were a long lost friend “Yahoo. Cabot 
the Minorian. I rather expected you would 
turn up soon or later. Just a minute until 1 
fix this wire, and then I will be at your 
service. You see, one of my mines wouldn’t 
explode; no one else seemed able to get at 
the cause of the trouble, and so I had to 
come down here in person.” 

And so saying he turned back to his work. 
My'les stepped forward to see what Prince 
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Yuri was doing. For a biief moment tlie 
earth-man’s scientific curiosity got the better 
of Ins caution. But that moment, brief as it 
was, proved long enough for tlie watchful 
soldier, who had led him hithci. to snatch 
Myles’s rifle from his hand, and coser him 
with its muzzle. 

"Up with your hands!” tlie .soldier peremp 
torily commanded. 

Cabot obeyed. Not to do so would have 
been suicide. 

Yuri, still unperturbed, remarked, “Well 
done, Tobo; you shall be promoted for this.” 

"Shall I shoot him, sire? ” Tobo eagerly 
asked. 

"N-no,” the usurper ruminated, waving 
his antennae thoughtfully, “not just now. 
Wait until I finish with this wire. In the 
meantime you might let the Minorian lean 
against the wall, so that he will be more 
comfortable.” 

(go Myles leaned against tlie wall and 

waited, his hands still held high, while 
the prince puttered around in the corner. 
Finally, after a seemingly interminable 
period, Yuri arose, slung his tools together, 
brushed one hand against the other, and 
looked at his victim with a cruel smile. 

“Shall I kill him now?” asked Tobo. 

"No. I am reserving that pleasure for my- 
self,” the prince replied. Then to Cabot: “At 
last, you are in my power. I intend to shoot 
you myself. I intend to shoot you down, 
unarmed.” 

Turning to Tobo, the prince asked. “How 
is our battle going?” 

“Very well, sire,” the soldier replied. “We 
are repulsing all assaults, in spite of the 
departure of the bees to the southward.” 

A momentary cloud of doubt spread over 
the sinister handsome visage of Prince Yuri. 
Then he smiled and said, “Doubtless the 
bees know what they are about, and will 
soon return to the fray. So let us proceed 
with the execution. Follow me!” 

Myles followed. Almost was he tempted 
to spring upon his enemy and attempt to 
throttle him before the inevitable bullet 
from Tobo could do its work. It would be 
well worth the sacrifice of his own life to 
rid Cupia of this incubus. But what if Yuri 
should survive? No, it would never do to 
risk this. So he meekly followed. 

The prince led the wav up several levels, 
until they came to a small circular chamber 
hung with curtains. At one side was a dais. 


An electric vapor-lamp on the ceiling fur- 
nished the light. 

Prince Yuri took the rifle from the guard, 
stood Myles in the center of the room, and 
sat down himself on the dais. 

Then he directed Tobo, “Go and summon 
the Princess Lilia hither, for I wish her to 
see me kill this lover of hers, this beast from 
another world.” 

Myles winced at the mention of his be- 
loved, and thereat his tormentors smiled. 

The soldier departed on his errand. Yuri 
nryed with the weapon, and watched his 
v ictim, with a sneer on his handsome lips. 
Myles returned his stare without flinching. 

“You can put down your hands now, if 
you wish, you fur-faced mathlab,” the 
prince remarked. 

Cabot did so, and instinctively felt of hl.s 
lace. The insult was unwarranted, for he 
had shaved only that morning. 

“Don’t go too far!” he admonished his 
captor. “Remember Poblath’s proverb: ‘You 
cannot kill a Minorian’.” 

“I’ve a mind to kill you right now,” the 
prince replied, “just to prove to you that 
your friend is wrong.” 

“Go aliead and try it,” Myles challenged, 
half hoping that Yuri would take him 
at his word, and thus spare Lilia the pain 
of attending the execution. 

A grim look settled on the usurper’s face 
as he slowly raised the rifle and pointed it 
at the earth-man’s right side. 

“Left side,” Myles admonished. “Remem- 
ber that my heart is on the other side than 
is the case with you Cupians.” 

“My, but you are a cool onel” Yuri ad- 
mired, shifting his aim as directed. “Now, 
are you prepared to die?” 

“Yes,” Myles replied. 

It all seemed like a dream. It couldn’t be 
possible that he was really going to die on 
the far-away planet Venus. Perhaps all his 
adventures in the skies had been a mere 
dream, and he was now about to be 
awakened. 

“Thus do I bring peace to Porosl” the 
Cupiarr sententiously declaimed. 

His fingei closed upon the trigger. 

The rifle spat fire. 

CHAPTER XXVII 


PEACE ON POROS 


TlyfYLES felt a sharp warm pain in bis 
shoulder. But he still stood erect. He 
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was not dead. Could it be that Yuri had 
missed? Shaking himself together and blink- 
ing his eyes, Myles stared at the prince. 

The prince stared back with an open- 
mouthed expression of surprise. His eyes 
were fishlike. His body was no longer erect. 
The rifle lay in his lap, and he seemed to be 
feebly trying to raise it and point it at 
Cabot. 

Then, with a gurgle, some blood welled 
from the prince's mouth and trickled down 
his chin. 

With one supreme eftort his antennae 
radiated the words, “Curse youl” 

Then the rifle dropped clattering from his 
nerveless hands, and his body slouched for- 
ward prone on the floor at the foot of the 
dais. From the right side of his back there 
protruded the jewelled hilt of a dagger. 

Behind the couch, between parted cur- 
tains, stood a wild-eyed Cupian woman, her 
face hideous with pent-up Irate and 
triumph. 

For a moment Myles stood rooted to the 
spot; then, tearing his feet free, he rushed 
to his fallen enemy and plucked out the 
dagger. From the wound there gushed 
bright cerise-colored blood, foamy with 
white bubbles. Myles tunred the body over, 
and listened at the right side of the chest. 
Not a sound. Then, the Prince’s chest col- 
lapsed, with a sigh, a little more blood 
welled out of the mouth, and all was still 
once more. 

Prince Yuri, the most highly developed 
specimen of Cupian manhood— but a rene- 
gade, traitor, rejected wooer of the Princess 
Lilia, pretender to the throne of Cupia- 
Prince Yuri was dead! 

And such an ignominious death tor one 
of his high spirit to die! Stabbed in the 
back by a woman. 

Cabot rose and faced her, the jeweled 
dagger still in his hand. "Who are you?" 
he asked. “And why did you do it?” 

“I am Okapa," she replied in a strained 
voice— “Okapa from the mountain village of 
Pronth. Do you remember how in the Sec- 
ond War of Liberation you found Luno 
Castle deserted and a slain infant lying on 
the royal bier?” 

“Can I ever forget it?" he answered, his 
mind going iack into the past. “Naturally I 
thought it was my baby son, whom I had 
never seen. Therefore I fought all the 
harder against the usurper Yuri until I 
drove him and his ant allies south- 


ward, rejoined Lilia in Kuana, and 
learned that little Kew was safe, and that 
the dead child was but an orphan baby 
whom Lilia had substituted for our own 
baby for fear of just such an outcome.” 

“It was no orphan!” Okapa shrieked. “It 
was mine— mine! The dead child was mine! 
Yuri stabbed my child and now I have 
stabbed him with the selfsame dagger. Yuri 
killed my baby, and I have slain him, and 
now I must die mvself for killing a king.” 

So saying, her anger spent, she flung her- 
self upon the couch and wept silently, as is 
the habit of Cupians. 

Just then the Princess Lilia in a black 
gown swept into the room. 

“They told me the king wished to see me 
here,” she said. “Where is the king?” 

She stopped abruptly as she saw the body 
on the floor. Then her eyes rose until they 
rested on Myles Cabot. With a glad cry 
she rushed toward his outstretched arms. 

But a peremptory shout of “Hands up!” 
from the doorway caused her to halt. She 
was between Myles and the door. He still 
held the jeweled dagger in his hand. Step- 
ping quickly to one side, he cast it straight 
at Tobo, who stood by the entrance, a rifle 
in his hands; and before the Cupian soldier 
could raise his weapon to fire, the missile 
had penetrated his heart. Down he went 
with a crash. 

.While this had been going on, Okapa, 
ihe madwoman, had crept stealthily toward 
Yuri’s body with a view to securing the 
rifle which he had dropped. Seizing it, she 
leaped to her feet with a shriek. 

"You too!” she cried, pointing at Lilia 
with one skinny finger “Foi' it was you who 
took my babe from the orphanage and 
exposed him to danger. You are joint mur- 
derer with Yuri. Him I have slain, and now 
it is your turn.” 

But Myles stepped between her and the 
princess and wrenched the gun from her 
poor mad hands, whereat she flung herself 
upon him, clawing and biting like a demon 
It was only the work of a few minutes, 
however, to get both her wrists behind hei 
back. 

Lilia, sensing the need, ripped som< 
strips from the hanging draperies; together 
they tied the woman and seated her to one 
side. Then once more the long separated 
earth-man and his Cupian beloved started 
to embrace, while Okapa glared at them 
with baleful eyes. 
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This was too much for Myles. 

Just one paraparth!” he said; and, step- 
ping over to Okapa, he spun her around 
until she faced the wall. 

Tlien he clasped his princess to him in a 
long embrace. 

But at last a pang intruded in his bliss. 

Lilia dearest," he asked, “where is oni 
little son?” 

She shook herself together. 

"I know not,” she replied. “The\ would 
not let me know, for fear tliat the usurpei 
-may he rest beyond the waves— mighi 
force the secret from me. But our countia 
is more important than our child. While wc 
tarry here the battle rages. Quick, to the 
upper levels, and let us take control.” 

“We cannot do so without a message 
From their king,” her husband asserted. “Let 
us therefore bring them one." 

Stooping down, he picked up the dead 
body of Prince Yuri and flung it across his 
shoulder. 

“Lead on!” he said. 

^S they emerged up a flight of stairs into 
the main hall of the palace they saw a 
frantic throng of palace guards piling tables, 
chairs, and other lurniture into a barricade 
across one of the doorwavs. E\’identl\' the 


troops of Emsul and Hah Babbuh had pene- 
trated the palace and had driven the de- 
fenders back to this point. 

The golden-curled Lilia, standing straight 
and slim in her black gown, stopped all tills 
work of fortification with an imperious 
gesture. 

“Desist!” she cried. “I, your princess, com- 
mand it. The w'ar is over. Yuri, the usurper, 
is dead.” 

“Prove it,” snailed back the guards like a 
pack at bav, recoiling from her regal 
presence. 

“Here is vour prool! Myles Cabot 
shouted, stepping forward and casting Yui i’.s 
body down before them. “Your king is 
dead.” 

" ’Tis true,” one replied. “The king is 
dead." 

“Yuii is dead, ” another echoed. “Long 
li\e King Kew!” 

“Long live King Kew ! shouted all thr 
palace thugs, just as the besiegers .storme<! 
OS er the barricade wdth les eled rifles. 

But at the shout swithin, and at the sight 
of their princess and their intrepid earth- 
man leader, thev grounded their arms and, 
holding their left hands aloft, gave the Poro- 
vian greetings: 

“Yahoo, Mvles Cabot! Our regent has 


"I Talked with God" 

(Yes, I Did— Actually and Literally) 


and as a result of that little talk with God a strange 
Power came into my life. After 42 years of horrible, 
dismal, sickening failure, everything took on a 
brighter hue. It’s fascinating to talk with God, and 
it can be done very easily once you learn the secret. 
And when you do — well — there will come into your 
life the same dynamic Power which came into 
mine. The shackles of defeat which bound me for 
years went a-shimmering — and now — ? — well, I 
own control of the largest daily newspaper in our 
County, I own the largest office building in our 
City, I drive a beautiful Cadillac limousine. I own 
my own home which has a lovely pipe-organ in it. 
and my family are abundantly provided for after 
I'm gone. And all this has been made possible 
because one day. ten years ago, I actually and lit- 
erally talked with God. 

You, too, may experience that strange mystical 
Power which comes from talking with God, and 
when you do. if there is poverty, unrest, unhappi 


ness, or ill-health in your life, well — this same God- 
Power is able to do for you what It did for me. No 
matter how useless or helpless your life seems to 
be — all this can be changed. For this is not a 
human Power I’m talking about — it's a God-Power. 
And there can be no limitations to the God-Power, 
can there? Of course not. You probably would like 
to know how you, too, may talk with God, so that 
this same Power which brought me these good 
things might come into your life, too. Well — just 
write a letter or a post-card to Dr. Frank B. Rob- 
inson. Dept. 37, Moscow, Idaho, and full particulars 
of this strange Teaching will be sent to you free of 
charge. But write now — while you are in the mood. 
It only costs one cent to find out, and this might 
easily be the most profitable one cent you have 
ever spent. It may sound unbelievable — but it’s 
true, or I wouldn’t tell you it was. — Advt. Copy 
right, 1939. Frank B. Robinson. 
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returned from Minos to rule over usl” 

Then one guardsman had an idea. 
“Come,” he said, “let us mount to the upper 
terraces, haul down the yellow pennant of 
King Yuri, and restore the red banner of 
the Kew dynasty.” 

From one of the balconies above came a 
boyish voice: “It has already been done, 
■Myles Cabot.” 

Every one looked up, and there stood 
Yuri’s younger brother, the loyal Prince 
Toron, wearing the insignia of admiral of 
the Cupian Air Navy. 

“I hope you don’t mind, Myles,’ he said 
as he descended. “I made myself admiral 
on my own hook. You see, while all the 
bees were here at Kuana bombing your 
men, I captured the air base at Wautoosa 
with a crowd of ex-aviators whom 1 had 
assembled for that purpose. 

“We had been hiding in the woods for 
several sangths, with spies at Wautoosa to 
inform us when there was an opening. 
When the time came we walked right in. 
killed a few old bees who were on guard, 
reconditioned the planes which have lain 
in storage ever since my brother seized the 
throne, painted them with silver paint, flew 
up here to Kuana, and put the bees out of 
business. 

“The silver paint was my own idea, and I 
must say it seemed to work. The bees 
couldn’t see us at all against the silver sky. 
The plaza and the fields beyond are strewn 
with dead and dying Hymemians, and my 
men are tracking down the survivors.” 

And he would have chattered on in his 
boyish excitement, had not one of the 
soldiers brutally interrupted with: 

“Thy brother lies dead, O Toron,” 

The young prince followed the pointing 
finger of the guard until his eyes rested on 
the crumpled body in its blood-stained yel- 
low toga. Then he flung his arm across his 
face to blot out the sight. For a few mo- 
ments he stood thus, while all respectfully 
kept silent. At last he uncovered his eyes 
and addressed the earth-man. 

“May he rest beyond the waves!” he said 
“1 crave the corpse so that I can give my 
brother a decent funeral.” 

“He shall be buried with full royal 
honors,” Myles Cabot replied, “for he was a 
brave and regal Cupian who would have 
served his country well if his inordinate 
ambition had not blinded his judgment.” 

“My cousin shall have royal burial,” 


echoed the Princess Lilia. “It would be due 
you, Toron, for your share in the victory, 
if for no other reason.” 

“I appreciate this courtesy more than 
words can express,” Toron replied. 

The news of the capitulation had rap- 
idly spread, and the huge hall was filling 
with Cupians from without. Among them 
came Emsul, Nan-nan, Hah Babbuh, Oya 
Buh, and even Poblath the Philosopher. 
Warm were the greetings between the 
friends. 

“But where is our king?” Myles asked, as 
soon as he could free himself from all the 
congratulation. 

“Now it can be told,” Poblath replied, 
“He is safe in the care of my wife Bthuh, 
in our villa at Lai.” 

“The darling! 1 shall go to him at once,” 
Lilia announced. 

“And I too,” Myles added. 

“But .no,” Hah Babbuh interposed, “tor 
the populace are already gathering in the 
stadium and are demanding a speech from 
the great liberator.” 

“So be it,” Myles said with a shrug of 
resignation “.Affairs of state cannot wait 
even the presence of the king, it seems.” 

“But shall these black-togaed guards be 
permitted to retain their arms?” Emsul 
asked. 

“Why not?’ the earth-man replied. “Theii 
only crime is that they fought loyally for 
their leader. Besides, this is a free country. 
One of our grievances against the usurper 
was that he deprived us of our rifles.” 

Then, to the palace soldierv: “Care ten- 
derly for the body of Prince Yuri, and lay 
it out in state pending our return. Oh, and 1 
almost forgot— there is a crazy woman bound 
in one of the cellar rooms. Turn her over 
to the mango of Kuano for incarceration in 
the mangool. and under peril of vour lives 
do not permit her to escape.” 

“All hail our regent! .And our most beauti 
ful and beloved princess!” shouted the 
guards, as Myles and Lilia left the palace. 

A kerkool awaited them at the gate. Get- 
ting into this, they proceeded at a slow 
rate through the city and across the plaza 
toward the stadium through lanes of cheer- 
ing Cupians. Prince Toron, Emsul, Hah 
Babbuh, Oya Buh, and others of their ret- 
inue followed them. 

The plaza and the fields beyond were 
strewn with bodies— mostly in fragments— 
of the once great race of the Hymemians. 
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One of tliese bees, as thev passed it, gave 
■siaiis ot still possessing some lile. A faint 
whistling noise assailed tlie antennae of 
the passing procession. 

^ABO'r gave one look in the direction ot 
the sound, then signed the kerkools to 
stop, dismounted, and approached the dy 
ing creatine. 

Adjusting his controls to tlie s\a\c lengtl: 
ot bee speech, he sadlv said, "I'oitheris 
once my triend, whom I made king ot tlie 
hees, it grieves me to see yon lying thus, 
struck down in a war against my people.” 

Raising himself feebly, the dving Porth- 
eris replied, “I bear you no malice, Myles 
Cabot, and I pray that yon will bear me 
none. Although I opposed the war, yet 
when it came to a fight of race againsi 
race I was loyal to my own, as an\ honor 
able individual would have been under like 
eircumstanees. Perhaps it is just as well; foi 
do von not remember that when V'ou wen 
driving the ant-men oft the face of Cupia 
von said: ‘There is no room on an\ given 
planet for more than one race of intelligent 
beings?' Now the last Formian is gone, and 
the last of mv own people is gone Ma\ 
Cupia be at peace. It is the sincere wish 
of your old friend.” 

The huge bee fell back, (juivcied a mo 
inent, and lay still. Thus died Portlieris, the 
last of the Hymernians. 

“May you rest beyond the waves, deal 
friend,” the earth-man murmured as he re- 
turned sadly to his car. 

They found the stadium packed vvitli 
cheering throngs in gala attire. Everv'where 
fluttered flags of the Kevv dvnastv . 

After Lilia had been comforlablv .seated 


and Marshal flah and the others had ar- 
rived, Myles stepped to the transmitter and 
was about to broadcast some appropriate 
remarks to the assembled multitude, when 
an airplane arrived overhead and settled 
softly into the arena. 

From the plane there stepped Poblath the 
Philosopher, follow'ed by Bthuh, his dark 
and beautiful wife. Both were smiling, and 
Bthuh held in her aims a bab\ Cupian. 

Then Cabot spoke into the microphone: 
Behold your king!” 

It was the shortest speech he had ever 
made— and the best. 

Thus came Kew Xlll into his own. 

There is not much more to tell. 

Prince Toron retained his self-given title 
d Admiral of the Air Navy Hah Babbuli 
was restored to his professorship at the 
Royal University. Ova Bub was promoted 
to full professorship. Poblath the Philosopher 
again became mangool ot Knana, and his 
wife was made gov'erness ot the infant king. 
Fmsnl, the veterinary, was given the title 
of court physician. 

Owva, the Holy Leader, died shortly 
after this, and Nan-nan was selected by the 
Great White Lodge as the fit person to re- 
establish the lost religion publiclv through- 
out Cupia. 

Myles and Lilia, leaving their friends to 
reconstruct the capital, departed for a va- 
cation at Luno Ca.stle. 

Thus ends the stoiy ot the adventure of 
.Myles Cabot, the radio man. on his return 
to the silver planet Venus, as received bv 
the Harvard scientists and myself over the 
long distance radio-set at mv farm on Chap- 
naqniddick Island, .Massachetts. 

RALPH MILNF FARLEY. 


TiiL in llio lust storv in ilie Radio .Man rrilo".' 



Whea a cough due to a cold drives you mad, 
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only a nickel. Why pay more? 
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An Unnatural Feud 

By NORMAN DOUGLAS 

The hate that \cas killing his life, was keeping his enenu/ alive 


1 

F ar away, among desolate peaks, in 
that voiceless wilderness of stone 
and ice where the clouds linger, a 
horde of rivulets, bursting from patches 
of eternal snow, joined their waters and 
sped away. .And the stream leaped 
downward through groves of Irearded 
fir, or glided in a smiling flood over 
smooth meadows of foxglove and tiger- 
lily and marigolds, caressing their roots 
with its eddies. 

To the country folk who lived in the 
valley below, the stream was a living 
and a spiteful thing. They called it Elf- 
W'ater. Its waves were dull, bluish, in- 
sipid to the taste, and fraught with un 
healthy chills from the snows above- 
none cared to drink of them; and its 
shores were encrusted with fanciful 
stone shapes of grass and moss elves 
work, like the ice-crystals on the win- 
dow-panes in Decembei 

And none cared to build houses near 
the water, or to own the fields on eithei 
side. For, sometimes, in the bluest days 
of midsummer, the stream suddenly 
swelled to a furious torrent ano over- 
leaped its flowery banks, drowning the 
lush meadows far and near ‘The elves!'’ 
the old folks would then whispei shak- 
ing their heads. They knew its elfish and 
wayward tricks, and some of them, 
maybe, still believed in such creatures. 
And the young men would come out to 
view the mischief, and gaze into the 


sunny sky and up at the hills, and talk 
togethei and look wise, secretlv \von- 
dering. 

Only one man could foretell the 
floods. He had lived on the Elf-water 
all his life. But he is dead Ion" ago. His 
cottage is deserted; the roof has fallen 
in, the wooden bc'ams are decayed, and 
green moss sprouts between the planks 
of his floor He used to look up at the 
hills and see a small vapory cloud 
anchored against one snowv peak, and 
say nothing Whenever they asked him 
to explain, he merely smiled, a.s if the 
Elf-water kept no secrets from him. 

Meanwhile the fair meadows were 
Hooded, and the crops buried till only a 
few bright gieen tips showed above the 
seething foam. And up in the forest, 
where all should be still, the shriek of 
the torrent could be heara from afar. It 
thundered among the ravines and roared 
for freedom in its narrow prison, t;hurn- 
ing the boidders witfi hideous din and 
tumbling the tall pines, whose painted 
boles, loosened at the root, shivered and 
rocked like the limbs of some convulsed 
giant. The pale wood-flowers nodded 
helplessly in the tawny spray The 
stream was unearthly m its rage 

And. then, with as little show of rea- 
son, its elfin wrath melted to a smile, 
and it shrunk back into a silvery thread 
of water, hushed and clear It was 
ashamed of its freak, and weary 

But the harm was done, and only this 
one man’s meadows were .spared, for 
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She was no dreamer— old, ninety or maybe even a hundred years, she knew about 
everything and believed in nothing. Her eyes, in the dark, glowed like opals, filmed 

over but still holding their fire 
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they lay out of reach of the wildest 
floods. They were remote from the val- 
ley by a many hours’ climb— damp, 
sloping meads fringed by dark firs, on 
the shady side of the stream that rushed 
in a deep strid below the cottage. The 
people called them "elf-meadows,” per- 
haps because, in times of flood, two or 
three tall columns of spray could be seen 
rising up from the guff below and bear- 
ing some fancied resemblance to whit( 
elves or fairies. 

The man had olteii watched these 
misty pillars swaying gracefully. He 
loved the Elf-water; he had learned to 
identify himself with all its moods. The 
l ipple of its gray wavelets was the voice 
of an old friend, a friend of his boyhood 
-the sound that met his ears in the 
earliest inornmg and that charmed him 
to sleep at night; and he often thought 
of the days when, as a child, he used to 
Iiang over the dim forest pools and 
watch the bubbles and harken to rare 
music streaming upward from the 
depths. It was the pebbles dancing in 
the current; but to his childish ears it 
sounded like the faint songs of the 
water-fairies, disporting themselves on 
the crystal floor. 

And, if by chance he dropped any- 
thing into the stream, the elves were 
sure to bring it to the surface again. 
Everyone, indeed, was agreed upon that 
point. Scythes and axes and sickles that 
had fallen into the deep pools, were 
always churned up again and found 
lying on the banks, “sharper than 
before,”' the owners said. And once, a 
heavy cart, loaded with hay, was over- 
taken by a sudden flood and borne away. 
Next day, wonderful to relate, they 
found it standing upright and unharmed 
on the bank. If there are no elves, who 
had dosie it? 

Even the man’s old mother was some- 
times amazed at these things, although 
she generally scoffed at the moun- 
taineers’ beliefs. For she came from the 
green plains, far beyond the hills, where 
the folK are quite different. She laughed 
at the dull peasants and their ways. 


She was no dreamer. She knew about 
everything and believed in nothing. 
They feared her, but she feared none. 
She was calm and upright, and even- 
tempered, and prodigiously old— ninety 
years, maybe, or even a hundred. But 
she was lithe and strong, and her back 
was straight as a lance. Her husband 
had died long ago. She had lived in that 
lonelv cottage with her son all his life. 

II 

ti'l¥7lLL she live forever?” he often 

VV wondered. He hoped she would 
die, and that soon. 

For these two hated each other. And 
yet, strangely enough, both were just 
and honest, and even kind, according to 
their lights. And they lived together, 
thinking that they were fulfilling a duty. 

In that low-ceilinged room, with its 
wooden wainscoting stained and black- 
ened by age, they often sat and looked 
at each other for many hours without 
speaking a word . 

“You are your father’s child,” she 
would at last say, regretfully. She never 
reproached him with aught else, for he 
was a good son. And he never dreamed 
of vexin^ her, for she was his mother. 

And then she would look at him again, 
and he would look back and sav nothing. 

What should he say? It was true 
enough; he was like his father in all 
things— short and heavy-chested, indif- 
ferent to cold and heat, with dark eyes, 
and crafty features that reflected in their 
harshness the crags and chasms of his 
home; slow to laugh, slow to speak, slow 
to decide, superstitious, gentle, but piti- 
less in resolve— a peculiar compound of 
strength and weakness. She woidd have 
wished to herself another son. tall, gay, 
ambitious, instead of this contented and 
crooked creature of the jnountains. 

And, perhaps, she thought of her own 
home in the rich plains, with their white- 
domed cities and laughing merchant- 
folk. Did she regret having exchanged 
it for a hard^ life among the mountains? 
Doubtless. But she was never heard to 
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complain of her lot, and, much as people 
disliked her, none could find an evil 
word to say of her. She had a sense of 
duty and an unbending will such as 
would have driven her, in other times 
and places, to seek a martyr’s death 
rather than yield in her conviction. She 
had served her husband Faithfully up to 
the day of his death, and. although slie 
liad exacted blind obedience From tlu' 
child, she ne\cr treated him with harsli- 
nes.s. 

But from his earliest vouth lie had 
ne\ei understood his motlier, and aftci 
his father’s death he smiled seldom. He 
soon learned to close the channels of his 
heart, to retire within himself, wonder- 
ing and dismayed, and leaving unspoken 
many thoughts. Even in the olden days 
it had been a strange love that thev bore 
each other. There was little eharitv in 
that house. 

The old woman, accustomed to have 
her own way, treated him like a child 
long after he was grown to manhood, 
and such was his piety that he seldom 
ventured to cross her wishes. 

Her mind was stroniiei than his, but 
he was warmer of heart, 

“Why, then, do yon not leave me and 
return to your own home?” he would 
sometimes ask. He longed for hei- to take 
him at h'is word, but she never left him. 
She evidently thought this a passing 
whim on his part; indeed— what vexed 
him most of all— she seldom entered 
.seriously into any of his ideas, regarding 
'him rather as an idle visionary whose 
fancies must be humored or— ii mis- 
chievous— repressed. 

“Leave you? Leave yon. my son? .Xnd 
why leave you? My people are all dead. 
And what would befall you without 
me? ” She seemed to doubt whether the 
man of fifty could piovide For himself! 

■And. yet, she was not wholly insin- 
cere; there was something of pity 
mingled with her contempt. He was her 
son— her weak son, indeed; how else 
could he suggest such a thing? 

“You drove Jier away!”' he once dared 
to reply, trembling with rage “If she 


were here there would be no need tor 
you to stay. Since that da\- I have sul- 
fered!’” 

He spoke of his lifelong grief, and 
wondered at his own boldness in thu.s 
reproaching his mother. 

■‘These are foolish words, my son.”” 
She looked bravelv into his eyes. “Fool- 
ish words.” 

But she feared inwardly, for he spoke' 
the truth. The matter of the man’s wife 
was the only one she dreaded to discuss 
with him— the old woman knew that she 
had made a mistake. But it was against 
her nature ever to acknowledge a fault, 
and she therefore affected to ignore his 
grief. 

And, in truth, she could not easily 
bring herself to comprehend such an 
enduring affection. 

“Twenty years have pas.sed since 
then,” she mused. “Whv does he not 
forget?”' 

In this one thing the man had 
thwarted his mother— he had brought 
home a bride who was not to her liking. 
But the victory had sapped his energy, 
and he was too weak, or, maybe, too 
pious, a common enough story, to profit 
by it and bid the old woman begone. 
There followed a few short years during 
which the mother regainecl her power 
over her son and tormented in a thou- 
sand ways the young wife, w'ho finally 
fled in despair, never to return. 

The cottage remained the same, with 
its cool meadows and dark belt of forest, 
but the light of love was gone out, 'and 
an undying hatred kindled. 

That terrible morning when he found 
himself deserted, the Elf-water w'as in 
Hood, convulsed in its deep bed and 
howling in the hollow caverns that it 
had torn into the mountain’s side. The 
man climbed up to a certain little knoll— 
there where the earth slopes away in a 
steep ledge above the thundering 
cataract, and where he had often sat 
with her who was now departed. The 
current below this point was so fast that 
it might well have carried away the 
strongest man. Had she perished in the 
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water? Surely not. The water was his 
friend; it restored to him all that he ever 
lo.st. 

He looked down the stream. There 
was sunshine and peace in the valley 
below, but here all was gray desolation 
and loneliness; the torn clouds stuck 
among the pines. And ever and anon a 
ghostlike pillar of spray rose up from 
the noisy depths and drenched the 
meadows. Sometimes one remained up- 
right, swaying in the wind like a 
shrouded human form. 

“She cannot be dead.” he thought. 
“She will return." 

In the course of time disquieting 
rumors of her, the absent one, had 
reached the valley. It was said that she 
well deserved all that she may have suf- 
fered, since she deserted a good husband 
for no caus. 

But the man cared nothing tor evil 
report. He knew the truth, and that the 
trouble had been all his mother’s work. 
And each time he looked upon his 
mother’s face— a hundred times daily— 
he was reminded of that other one who 
had suffered through her. But the old 
woman always knew the direction of his 
thoughts, and stared back at him fear- 
lessly, though without unkindness. She 
knew her power over him, and exerted 
it freely, returning his look so stead- 
fastly that he often felt the strength 
oozing out of his bones, as after a long 
illness. 

Often they sat thus in that dark room, 
confronting each other. They stared for 
long, long hours, striving for the mastery. 
And never a word was spoken, kle 
longed for her to yield— to confess with 
her eyes, at least. But she never ad- 
mitted any fault; and there was nothing 
to be read out of her eyes, pale-blue, 
cold and lively as the ripples of a moun- 
tain river, and fringed with bristly white 
lashes. Her long curls dropped over 
them— for her oval forehead was over- 
hung down to the nose with thick locks, 
white as driven snow— and stiff hairs 
curled over her lips and out of her 
nostrils. She had a strange, deep voice, 


gruff as a cracked bell, and a complexion 
clearer than a child’s. Under its trans- 
parent skin could be seen the veins wan- 
dering about like little red rivers. And 
even in her old age she was taller than 
her .son. 

Likely enough she had been comely 
in her youth, but now she was grown 
monstrous. 

She u.sed to say; “Look you, what 
coulo you do widiout me? I must care 
for you like a little child. Do not I work 
for you, make your food and clothing?” 

It was true enough, like everything 
that she said. He had grown idle and 
listless in latter years. But he thought: 
“How different it might have beeni How 
happy I was, an,’ how little would have 
contented me!” 

Then he would sigh to himself, grief- 
laden, and the customary look of re- 
proach, which she was awaiting, did not 
come. For he left the room silently with 
bowed head. 

And as often as he returned he found 
her sitting upright on her bench beside 
the stove, with her long fingers working 
at her wool, ever ready to take up the 
mute challenge. To the man, thus peer 
ing into her glassy eyes, they .seemed to 
swell till they dominated his whole being. 
He clenched his fi.sts and looked away. 

Sometimes, after such a struggle, a 
strange feeling of rage and power en- 
tered into him. It made his whole body 
tremble. He thought it was an evil spirit 
tempting him. It used to whisper in his 
ear, but he could not understand the 
words. 

And, as the years went on, mother and 
son spoke less with each other. Silence 
and hatred lay heavy upon that home. 
The man s black, curly hair was already 
streaked with gray. The woman grew 
old— old, but she never changed. 

Ill 

£<■*]! 7 ILL she live forever?” he won- 
VV dered. 

“Aye, we are a long-lived race,” she 
said aloud. For even when he was yet a 
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child she always guessed his tlioiiglits 
as correctly as if he had spokni them 
out. “I am old— I have lost coimt of the 
time— but 1 shall live yet many years and 
work for you. Be thankful. W'c are a 
strong race— our blood is good— we live 
long-” 

“Too long,” he thouglit, and would 
have told her so, but the impious words 
stuck in his throat and choked him. 

The old woman, meanwhile, fixed her 
e\’es upon him, knowing his thoughts. 

“Surely,” she said, trying to sweeten 
the gruff tones of her voice into per- 
suasive pleading, “surelv von would not 
drive your mother out in her old age to 
die by the roadside?” 

“Surely not,” he replied, mo\ed by a 
return of his natural piet\'. But, how 
different it might have been! 

As he stepped out of the doorwax' he 
lound, lying upon the threshold, a log 
of wood with some blood-stains upon it, 
and a bunch of gaudy feathers. They 
were those of a jay— doubtless the old 
familiar bird that visited the cottage at 
times. His mother must have killed it, 
after waiting for her opportunity all 
these many years. She hated it on ac- 
count of its history, for it was the young 
woman, the absent one, who had caught 
and tamed it during her short life at the 
elf-meadow. 

The man, although generall)' callous 
to the sufferings of the wild things of 
nature, v/as strangely affected, in his 
present exasperation, by tlie sight of 
these poor remains. His mother had 
chosen an evil moment. He carried in 
the feathers and held them before her 
eyes. 

“Look!” 

“1 see.” 

“Why have you killed it?” 

“Because it was thicx ish. And because 
I disliked it,” she added tmthfully. She 
was never so sure as now of her ascend- 
ency over him. 

But he was enraged at the hard words. 
He thought of the absent one— it was as 
if a link between himself and her had 
been cruelly severed. He said fiercely: 


“You killed it! Exeu as \<>u killed her! 
This cannot endure!” 

“All this is foolish talk. Will you never 
be reasonable?” 

“Even as you killed her!” he repeated 
hoarsely. There w'as a tingling in his 
ears, and the veins in his forehead sud- 
denly swelled. 

Then the Evil Spirit came— it had 
come so often of late— and spoke to him. 
He understood what it said. It said: 
“Now!” 

“You killed her! This cannot endure. 
One of us two shall die— even as she 
died! Ah! Do you understand? Do you 
confess? You killed her! .And I wall kill 
you!” 

And, for the first time in his life, he 
seized her in a grip of steel and shook 
her till the white curls danced over her 
face. A rain of fierx' sparks was falhng 
before his eyes, and still he shook her, 
regardless of her shrieks. How light she 
was! She reeled under his arm, and he 
would assuredly have .shaken the last 
breath out of her old body but that 
something in the touch of her cold, dry 
skin brought him abruptly to his senses 
again . 

“Let me go!” she growled, as boldly as 
she could, gasping with rage and breath- 
lessness. “Would you raise j'our hand 
against your mother? You are no man.” 

But he was inwardl} glad, for the 
spell, he thought, was broken. He used 
to fear her, but now he had seen her 
weakness. 

“She is only a woman— only a weak 
woman,” he said. 

Nevertheless, his energy soon melted 
away, and, as after his marriage, he 
lacked courage to bid her begone. He 
had felt his .strength, but he feared to 
use it. 

And the woman had felt her weak- 
ness, but she sought to hide it. She 
would show no signs of defeat. Yet, 
whenever she spoke to him, she was sen- 
sible of a strange twitching in her jaw, 
and a new tone in her voice— the sound 
of fear, which she tried to conceal, but 
could not. Therefore, she wisely ceased 
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to speak altogetlier, and the man like- 
wise preferred silence, since he foresaw 
that he could no longer reckon upon his 
self-control in the event of a dispute. 
Thus, neither daring to address the 
other, many days and many months 
would pass without a word being said, 
although they looked at each other from 
time to time in a way that left little to 
be misinterpreted. 

In his dumb conte.st with those relent- 
less eyes, the man was worsted. The old 
woman, without a word, gradually 
cowed him into submission and re- 
established her empire. And the man 
now only clung with luxurious self- 
torture to the bitter-sweet remembrance 
of other days. 

The absent one, at that distance of 
time, had become invested with a sacred 
and well-nigh supernatural character 
He would not believe in her death. 
■Surely she would return to him. His 
superstitious mind would have deemed 
it little of a miracle to have encountered 
her, in saintly guise, during his wander- 
ings in the forest or on the banks of the 
stream where they had often lingered 
together. She was no longer a human 
creature, but a shadowy being crowned 
u'ith a halo of immortality. 

-As lor the old woman, she lived on for 
many years. 

“Will she live forever?’ 

Aye, she was clearly fated to live for- 
e.ver, and he no longer cherished any 
hope. 

He would repeat; This cannot en- 
dure. One of us two must die!” But it 
endured. 

“You are no man!’ 

ft was true enough, like everything 
that she said. You are no man! He 
laughed at his own weakness— a bitter 
laugh. Should he kill her? He shuddered 
at the idea. Besides, he dared not. 

Once, indeed, after an unhappy day 
and many hours of sleepless torment, the 
Evil Spirit came again and spoke to him 
in the same manner as before. 

And he crept up to where she slept, 
hardly knowing what he wa.s about to 


do. It was luidniglit. She lay with folded 
palms, hall-reclining, in her accustomed 
attitude, on the bench beside the stove. 
She breathed softly. 

But her eyes were not shut! They were 
open, and glowed like lamps in the 
dark. 'I'he man stepped back, awe- 
stricken. 

“1 see \'ou. she said calmly, without 
moving so much as a finger— hated 
W'Ords, that haunted him ever afterward. 

She was satisfied with her triumph, 
and said nothing; but the man’s la.st 
spark of courage was crushed out of 
him. Thencefoith he walked with down- 
cast head and averted look. Never again 
w'ould he rai.se his hand, or even his 
voice, against her. 

At times, to escape from his care, he 
descended into the valley and drank 
fiercely. But more often he wandered 
through the lonely fore.sls, loudly pray- 
ing for forgivene.ss, for guidance, and 
for release from those awful eyes that, 
vampire-like, sucked out the strength of 
his body. His soul was humbled to the 
dust. The trees, the rocks, and the wild 
waters w'ere witnesses of liis heartfelt 
supplications. 

He prayed thus for many years. .\nd, 
in the end, his prayer wris heard. 

IV 

F or the old woman grew blind. The 
blue lire faded out of her eyes. They 
became milky, as it were two white 
opals, though the flame .still burned 
dimly within. For a long time she hid the 
change from her son, but he found out 
in the end, and thanked the Great Being 
who had heard his prayer. 

“You wax blind, mother. Your eyes are 
filmy.” 

“Nay, vou mistake; 1 see well,” she 
answered, looking boldly toward him, 
for she knew that he was watching her. 

She struggled on with an iron will. 
Whenever his glance fell upon her she 
must have felt it, for she at once stared 
back into his face, and so steadily that 
be often wondered whether he was in- 
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deed not mi.stake»i. Bui liev task lieeaine 
harder every i)a\ . And she began to l eai 
mightily, tor altViough hei' old body was 
healthy and tough as an oak, she Fore- 
saw that, with the darkening of her 
.sight, her power over liim would- wane. 

"The film grows upon yon, mother.” 

"I think not. I see my wool.” she 
croaked back. But slowly the crystal of 
her eye clouded to dnll horn. 

.\gain he insistc'd. "Yon see me less 
lainly than be Fore," strangling, as best 
e could, thi' jov that (jiiivered in his 
voice. 

"I see von well enough. 

But she saw him not at all! She was 
stone blind. .And when her son spoke 
there re.sounded a horrible note of 
triumph and menace in his voice. She 
thought; “He will kill me if he discovers 
the truth,” For thus she interpreted his 
crooked peasant nature. 

Yet she still contrived to hide tier tear, 
even as he hid his joy, casting about 
meanwhile for .some new device to over- 
awe him. .At last she hit upon a cunning 
and bold deceit, worthy of her fearless 
mind. 

“I am not blind! 1 see you— 1 see every 
hair on vonr head! .And I look into your 
eyes— I pierce them through—” 

He turned aside From her fixed stare. 

"Is it possible?” he wondered. 

“I see! This film, of which you speak, 
is in your own eyes! I can see into your 
very heart, and read your evil thoughts 
ancl wishes. Are you not ashamed?” 

■Such words she often repeated, and 
each time the man lieard them it was as 
though a lash had struck him. And he 
looked at her, endeavoring to read the 
truth out of her calm face, and his super- 
stitions mind grew afraid. 

"I see you!” she repeated, and she dis- 
sembled so well that he began to be- 
lieve. His blood ciirdled with fear. 

Was it possible—? 

He took to prowling stealthily as a 
lynx, hoping to avoid her glance and, 
by taking her unawares, to satisfy him- 
■self of her blindness. But she was too 
quick For him-lier pearly eyes always 


tiiscovered his wliereabouts, and her 
words vaiik into his heart. 

"1 .see you! 1 see everything!” she 
growled. 

■She had duped him! 

But a nameless dread tell upon the 
man. He w cut out of the door and passed 
throusjh the forest, and did not return 
lor mauv weeks. 

V 

O NE sunless moruing in the earlv 
.spring he staggered home From the 
village. His gait was unsteady, but there 
was a .steady purpose in his heart. The 
old woman lav in her accustomed atti- 
tude on the broad bench beside the 
.stove. She never moved: slie slept. She 
slept much in these latter days. The man 
cre]Vt nearer, crav ing to look into her 
face. 

She sl('pl on, and hei' sharjv ears nev er 
heard his approach. For the Elf-water 
was in Flood, writhing and screeching in 
its nairovv channel till the cottage trem- 
bled with the fury of the water. .As he 
bent down to look at her, the door was 
burst opr'u by a sudden gust of wind. 
But she slejst on. 

He turned back to shut it, and, as he 
did so, he looked out upon the land- 
scape. Tliere was sunshine and peace in 
the valley below, but here all was grav 
desolation and loneliness; the torn 
clouds stuck among the pines. And ev er 
and anon a ghost-like pillar of ‘sprav 
rose up From the noisy depths and 
drenched the meadows. 

It was on such a morning, he remem- 
bered— How long he had waited! Surelv 
she, the absent one, would come soon. 

.And he returned to look down upon 
the old woman, the cause of all. She 
slept on. 

Then the Evil Spirit drew near and 
spoke to him. It said, “Now!” 

And already his teeth were set to the 
work. But at that moment she awoke of 
her oxvn accord, and opened her eyes. 
They were like disks of polished lead. 
And when she had done so, and never 
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so miieli as took notice o! Iiini. lie knew 
the truth. She was blind— blind as a 
stone. He stepped back a pace, breath- 
ing heavily with the weight of iinex 
pected joy. 

And then an iminense wine of love 
and compassion swept o\er him. sub- 
merging every other thought or feeling, 
lie pitied her misfortune, and would fain 
have forgiven her all. He would lo\e her 
doubly. He would lunnblc hiinsell in 
ministeiing to al' the wants of lu“r old 
age. 

But the woman soon felt the human 
presence, and, in mingled feat and de- 
fiance, shrieked aloud, little dreaming 
w'hat effect the words woulcl have: 

“I see you! I sec e\ er\ thing!” 

Hated words, that turned his lo\e to 
very madness. If w'as as if a crimson 
flame leaped up belore him, burning 
away the remembrance ol all that was 
or had been. And he held her gently, 
and said— his words sounded like a 
le.s,son learned befoK-haird: 

“Enough. Come." 

“Begone, fool! Will \on raise )'our 
hand again.st your mother? Leave me!” 

But he only drew hci nearer to him. 

Then the truth flashed upon her. and 
her voice broke from its troubled depths 
to a scream that drowned the howl of 
the wild waters. 

“Out upon you. monster! You wish to 
kill me, but I wish to live! ,\re von not 
.satisfied with inv blindness?” 

She thought bv this confession to ap- 
pease his wrath. Hut it was too late— her 
woids were lost. 

Perhaps he would ha\(‘ obc\ed if he 
had heard, for his piety was fervent. 
But he saw and heard nothing. There 
W'as a din in his cars as of crashing 
thunders, and a mighty curtain of blood 
swayed heavily to and fro before his 
eyes. He merely uttered tliat one word, 
“Come." It sounded dreamlike and dis- 
tant, as though another man, not him- 
self, were speaking. 

The woman, undeceised as to his in- 
tent, struck out brax'ely with her arms, 
fighting like a mountain-cat; but he 


gathered energy from her resistance and 
picked her up as he would a child— for, 
though tall, she was thin and light— and 
carried her out of the cottage and across 
the damp meadow. The Elf-water 
shouted for gladness. 

He returned alone and sat still a while. 
pondcT'ing painfnllv. Slowlv, relnctantly, 
one bv one. the memories crept back, 
building tliemseb'cs up into the hideous 
fabric of his crime. 

“Ah!” he remembered it all. But a 
pallid fear shook him. W'hat if she had 
not died? And if t!\e EH -waiter yielded 
her up again. e\en as it yielded up all 
else? If she were still alive— she was 
strong and .ictiie— 

His teeth chattered, and his eyes re- 
mained fixed upon the half-open door, 
for he dreaded evers minute to see her 
return w'ith dripping gaiinents to the 
accu,stomed seat, and then, turning, to 
confront him with that leaden stare. But, 
as she did not return, he finally crept 
across the meadow's to the: water’s edge, 
peering into the: mists’ depths below. 
Then he looked down the stream. There 
was nothing in sight. 

And, then, suddenls, he saw, or 
thought he saw. a pale grav shape mov- 
ing in the w'atcr far away. Soon it 
reached the shore and disengaged itself 
from among the boulders. It stood up- 
right. How tall it W'as! Its garments were 
long and clinging, and it climbed slowly 
toward him, stumbling often among the 
stones. It seemed to be weak, for it 
paused at times to gather strength or to 
bethink itself. WYis it a specter? Surely 
not. Surely it was his mother, escaped 
alive from the Elf- water. 

The man raised his hand to his head, 
where the moist perspiration had gath- 
ered. He W'as unnerved with fear. But 
the shape had reached the narrow path, 
and, after resting a while, suddenly 
stretched out its arms, as though feeling 
the way, and seemed to drift straight 
toward him at a rapid pace. It had evi- 
dently decided. It came nearer. 

He waited no longer. He was seized 
with a blind, unreasoning panic and fled 
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upward, past the cottage, into the deep- 
est shades of the dripping forest. 

And there, sheltered under a huge fir, 
he remained many hours, terror-stricken. 
Evening closed in upon him. At last he 
reasoned awav his fear and turned his 

j 

steps homeward in a quieter frame of 
mind. And, yet, he could not rid himself 
of tlu! notion that the horror was some- 
where near at hand, lurking in the 
darkling shades. 

And as he silently walked on, his 
alarms grew apace. Like a startled child 
he dared not turn his head, but walked 
faster and faster through the dark trees 
till, on the meadows, his pace increased 
to a run— a horrible, breathless race. He 
entered his home and looked around 
him, fearful of some unspeakable 
calamity. 

The shape had arrived before him. It 
sat, upright and stern, on the accus- 
tomed bench, and its eyes— those awful 
eyes— stared at him with fixed determina- 
tion across the darkened room. They 
seemed to say: 

“One of us two shall die—’ 

He felt his hair raise itself under his 
thick fur cap. He would have fled, but 
his feet refused to move, and there 
began a strange throbbing in his head. 
He was constrained to stand still and 
gaze. 

Coming in the next issue: 


Ayel It was his own corporeal mother! 
Her clothes were dripping, and a little, 
pool of water had collected on the floor. 
She remained immovable as a rock, save 
for an occasional spasm of shivering. She 
had apparently not yet heard him. There 
was a line of human suffering about the 
mouth, as of one who would weep, but 
cannot. And the man saw a small stream 
of blood oozing from a wound on her 
head. It trickled slowly and stained her 
white locks with crimson. At that sight 
there fled across his disordered mind a 
shadow, a fleeting mockery of the 
former feeling of love and contrition. 

But the old woman made a slight 
movement. She must have I)ecome aware 
of the human presence. 

Then the man, by a last effort of will, 
tottered forth, vanquished. His temples 
ached fiercely; bereft of reason, he 
strayed into the gray twilight to the 
water’s edge. And lo! not far away from 
a certain little knoll— there where the 
earth slopes away in a steep ledge above 
the thundering cataract— another frail 
white shape floated lovingly toward him. 
It enveloped him in its dewy shroud. 

The spray fell in showeis upon his 
burning head, but his arms sought the 
yielding form, and he fell prone into the 
void, meeting its chill caresses with a 
responsive kiss. 


BURN, WITCH, BURN! 

Don't miss A. Merritt's famous Dolls of Death! 
Magazine on Sale April 17 
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CAPT* JARED KETCHAM 

(1802-1889) often 
rocked a keg of whiskey 
under his rocker. Like 
other old salts -who’d 
lashed many a cask to 
the decks of clippers— he 
knew rocking gave whis- 
’<ey finer flavor! 






Discover “Rocking Chair’s’' smoother flavor 
inspired by Keg-Rocked whiskeys of old! 
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TALES Or SEA end shore-rocked 
whiskeys impressed Mr. Boston! So 
today he achieves the superb flavor 
of Rocking Chair by controlled agi- 
tation in a special blending process 


mw ^ 


GET A BOTTLE of Mr. Boston’s Rock- 
ing Chair Whiskey today! Discover 
the mellow flavor that made those old 
"rocked in the keg” whiskeys so fa 
mousiThe ffir/7fyprrcewill please you 




ROCKINGCHAIR wSsKEY 



05 Proof • 75‘ib Grain Neutral Spirits • Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Mass. 
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The Keaoers’ Viewpoint 

Address eoninieiUs to the Letter Lditor, Fiiinoiis Fantastic Mysteries. 
280 Broadwiiv. New Yoi'k City, 


ON “CITADEL OF FEAR ‘ 

Your Feb. 1942 issue of FAMOUS FA.\ 
I’ASTIC MYSTERIES is the liest all around 
magazine you’ve put out! kkkp ui> ihk good 
work! And please keep Virgil Finlav doing all 
the covers and inside illustrations! When I saw 
his cover for “The .Afterglow” I was \er\ 
much disappointed; 1 think it was his poorest, 
but w'lien I saw the co\er for llie “Citadel of 
Fear” I knew it was his best. 

I would like to see stories by S. Weinbaum. 
if you could print them. Please, please nish A. 
Hall’s “Into the Infinite” and have Finlay 
illustrate it. I enjoyed ‘T‘he Rebel Soul” very 
much; the writing was e.xcellent and the plot 
perfect. 

Put more stories like that in and you will 
have a lot of readers! And most important- 
have your magazine become a montlih/! It 
sure is the best fantasy magazine on the market! 

2112 Ainsi.ie St., Ro.x.u.d Ecvn'e. 

Chicago, III. 

“CITADEL” CREAT NOVEL 

After reading the February issue of F. F. M., 
I can truthfully say that the “Citadel of Fear” 
was one of the best novels you have printed. 
Although I did not consider Francis Stevens’ 
“Claimed” as a very great story, this one 
really had what it takes. The story was writ- 
ten in the style of A. Merritt, and the stydes of 
the two authors are basically alike. Once I had 
begun to read the “Citadel,” it was hard to 
lay it down. Suspense, grew upon suspense, 
clima.s built upon clima.K, surprise followed sur- 
prise. The storv was good! Any more stories 
written by Stevens, similar to this one, will be 
deeply appreciated. 

And to top the issue oil were the illustrations 
by Finlay. If he was ever good, he was in that 
issue. I only hope that lie uses dot-and-line 
drawing in every issue. He has no contempor- 
ary in the drawing of fantastic scenes. 

If this letter is printed, I would to say the 
following: To the readers of F, F. M. who 
wrote me giving prices on back issues I had 
asked for in the December issue, I would like 
them to know that I have already obtained 
copies whit;h woidd displace their offers. Thank 
you very much for your thouglitfidness in 
writing. 

I have been rounding out my collection of 


vonr mags and the following issues are still 
missing from my collection: Dec., ’39, F. F. M.; 
.March, April, .August, ’40, F. F. M.; Sept., ’40, 
Fantastic Novels. Any reader washing to dis- 
po.se of the above-mentioned magazine.s is re- 
ipiested to send an offer. All letters or post- 
■ards will be answered. 

Kee|) op tliP good work. 

ThankTullv yours, 

All.kandur Si., Bohby Coiukin. 

Ru.com), C.v. 

AU.STRALIA, .NOVEMBER 7 

1 am about to bestow on quote— f/iose fan- 
Uislic nmgn.r/nes— iiiKpiote, the greatest com- 
pliment of which I am capable. When a cer-» 
tain member of the Fiiturian Society of Sydney 
;mnounced that he had learnt the art of bo<rk- 
binding, the first 12 magazines T had bound 
were the first two volumes of FAMOUS FAN- 
I’ASTIC MYSTERTES, The next 4 will be the 
I .ARGOSIES containing Arthur Leo 'Zagat’s 
To-Morrow series, and after that the first 4 
FANTASTIC NOVELS -1 hope. (You see, I 
am still fishing for a copy of “Tlie Blind Spot.’’) 
So now E. E. M. Nos. 1 lo t2 stand in slick red 
covers jammed between the Egyptian ISoiik of 
the Dead :md ;i rare translation of the Necro- 
noinicon on mv second right-hand library shell. 

To my mind, your ‘i’ magazines are the best 
on the scientifantasy market. Firstly, they pre- 
sent to the new Fan idl the old classics, in a 
new, neat format vvilli good illustrations. Paul 
for the science ;md Finlav and/or Bok for the 
fantasy. 

Your choice ot leprints is snper-plus, your 
new yarns grand. I liked “Son of the Stros" 
best in the latter class. Of the reprints, gosh— 
how can I, a mere mortal, decide between 
(what I have o! ) “The Blind Spot,” both 
Moon Pool varns, “The Radio Man,” “Almost 
Immortal” and that wonderful yarn, “Darkness 
and Dawn”? Tlien I have to leave out “The 
Rebel Soul,” “The Other Man’s Blood” and 
“Calden Atom.” ( Ob, heck! How can anyone 
pick out a “Best” from all the superlative yami 
you have given us? 

This burst of enthusiasm from the land of th* 
Southern Cross may rock you. I hope it does. 
And while you are still gasping for Dreath, I’ll 
take advantage of your momentary overbalance 
and ask for “Jason, Son of Jason,”" "Polaris of 
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the Snows” and “Tlie Man Who Mastered 
Time.” Also the sequel to ‘‘The Rebel Soul,” 

Yours 

VoL Molesworth, 
Secretary-Treasurer, The 
Futurian Society of Sydney 

‘‘Del Monte,” Kangaroo Point Road, 

Syl VANIA, N. S. W., Australia. 

P. S.: No. Tm not a cross between a kan- 
garoo and an aborigine. This seems to be many 
Americans’ opinion of we boys down under. 
The only abos I’ve ever seen were fullv dressed 
and did not carry spears. ( I suppose it’s tlie 
same with your "ferocious” Red Indians.) 

P. S. S.: “Dwellers in the Mirage ’ was swell; 
‘‘People of the Golden Atom” good enough to 
demand sequel. 

V . . . — 

Dear Editor: 

I am writing this in the small hours of the 
morning of December 8th, Greenwich Mean 
Time, amid a flurry of phone-calls, in a London 
newspaper office, a scurry of reporters and 
the voices of leather-lunged sub-editors singing 
‘‘A More Humane Mikado Never Did in [apan 
Exist," and other classics from the opera. We 
have been like this for six hours, and what il 
must be like in New York 1 can’t imagine; 
this must be the first time somebody has had 
the nerve to declare war on the U. S, since they 
emerged as a world power, and the opinions 
of an American colleague who ha.s been on 
this paper for some years are not fit for print, 
though they do the common enemy justice 
Well, it’s come at last; I can’t, attempt to com- 
ment on it all, for bv the time you receive this 
all my remarks would be out of date; but 
here it is, a job that won’t be a bit nice but 
it’s got to be done, and vvhen we’ve finished 
it we’re all going to make sure I very, very 
sure) that we don’t have to do it again. That, 
I firmly believe, is the intention of three hun- 
dred million people who speak the same Ian 
guage, to say nothing of their allies, and no- 
one on this earth is going to gainsay them.. 

London fans have held no large meet since 
September, most of them having tramped off 
to the ends of the earth again, but our rem- 
nants are still meeting periodically— usually tor 
a quick talk over a lunch-time beer— and witli 
the visit of famed author Eric Frank Russell 
to London we shall probably arrange a meet 
over Xmas. 

With the last few minutes of my time 1 send 
the most heartfelt wishes to you and all our 
friends over the water— God Bless America! 

Fh.ank Edward Arnold. 

24 Maythorne Glose, 

Watford, Herts, England. 


RESUME OF F.F.M. 

“Palos ol the Dog Star Pack” wa.s an e\- 
trerneh neat piece of work. An intric;itely com- 
plc.x plot, real lose interest, and the way the 
story held mv intense interest frotn start to 
finish lea\e me no choice but to label it a real 
classic not only in age but in quality. 

Here’s how 1 liked your novels appearing 
in F.F.M. and Fantastic Novels during the lime 
since the first i.ssuc, in order of quality: 

The R:idio Man, Palos of the Dog Star Pack, 
The Radio Beasts, Dwelle'rs In the Mirage, The 
Metal Monster, F;ice in the Abyss — Snake 
Mother, Moon Pool- Gonquesl of Moon Pool, 
Blind Spot, Darkne.ss and Dawn, Spot of Life, 
Beyond the Gre:it Oblivion, People of the Gold- 
en Atom, Glaimeil. 

My list disrcg:uds how other readers praised 
the stories. I re;id ;rll the parts to "The Radio 
.Man" at one sitting, it was so good. All the 
stories listed wore very good and there are 
magazines who luo e yet to print a story' as 
good as “Claimed ” which :ippe:irs last on my 
list. 

Finlay again excelled on the cover with his 
scene from “Palos of the Dog Star Pack.” He 
is a master at drawing bt';uitiful women. 

I’m looking forward to “The Mouthpiece of 
Zitu” and its sequel, the remainder of the 
“Radio Man” series, and Kline’s “Planet of 
Peril” and “Prince of Peril.” 1 doubt that any 
other story you print before these could be as 
good. 

When you run out ol Argosy s class A fan- 
tasy to reprint how about getting Edward E. 
Smith’s “Skylark” series? Dan VV'ade. 

Battery E, f3th Field Artillery, 

Schofield Terr of i-Iawaii 

F.F.M. A FAMILY MAG 

Vour inag;izine is enjovt'd bv my lather, 

mother and me. 

I enjoyed “The People of the Golden Atom,” 
“The Moon Pool,” “Darkness ;md Dawn," and 
1 arn now reading “Beyond the Great Oblivion.” 
1 liked the "Face in the Abyss” and enjoyed 
especially “The Sn:ikc-Mother” and many 

others, f never read a story in your magazine 
or in “Fant;istic Novels’ that I didn’t like. 

We all read “The Blind Spot,” 

1 was eleven years old last january 18. I 
will be in the eighth gr;ide next fall. 

Greccton, Te.xas Frances Nat. 

Box 623. 

GIESY MAKES A HIT 

lla\e just finished reading “Palos of the 
Dof^ Star Pack.” A grand story— well written. 
I don’t ever remember reading any of J. U. 
Giesx’s stories before— and I’m looking forward 
to the other two to come. 

Of course one need say little concerning H. 
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Lovtei'alfs "Colour Oul ol Spuce.” I happen 
to own Ills collf(.lucl works and all of you 
Science Fictioneers should avail yourselves of 
(lie opportunity to get that grand book; it’s 
worth twice the price. 

I enjoyed Frank Edward Arnold’s letter very 
iiiiich— do publish all overseas letters. 'Fhe 
English are all so sane during this war that 
llieir letters aie an ins|)iralion lor us here. We’re 
all so smugly self-satisfied with our own part 
ol fhe woild and so darn safe we need a little 
leal jolting and what could be better than such 
cheerful letters from a besieged people? 

My only kick is— I miss the extra magazine 
now F. k’. M. is combined with F. Novels, 
though it does coiistaac spa(;e in m\' over 
crowded libraiy ! 

Thanks lor a most enter laiiiing luaga/.iue— 
just keep on as voii’ve started— and I’ll be 
satisfied. 

How does one aerjuire the Finlay Fortfolio? 
I missed out on that. By the way— if .Myron 
Horowitz will get in touch with me and send 
his wanterl list of F. F M. 1 may be able to 
provide all wanted dates. I have the Feb. 1940 
F. F M which F E. Arnold may have for 
regular price plus postage. Also if VVm. Roslyn 
Entwistle will send me hi- address I will gladly 
send him the lirsi ropy of F F. M. and F. 
Novels Best Wishes— 

CuKtKii Zu'icn. 

|usr-A-.MEnt- F vit.vi, 

Ohch.mui Pahk. N. Y. 

Box 284 

Luceerdft's collctlal tcoiks can be hoa^ltt 
)rom Aiij^a-st Dcilcih, Saak Citi/, Wiscomin. 
I'he finlaij Poiilalio cosln (iOc, or .81.00 tcit.h 
sahscriptioa to F I- M Some left. 


F.F.M. QUALITY FICTION 

I am writing this letter primarily to make a 
request, but first allow me to .say that I be- 
lieve you have put on the market the finest 
fiction magazine yet offered. I include in that 
the so-called better class periodicals. The au- 
thors you are offering are on a par with, and 
generally better than any they are offering. 

Hall and Flint stories have a depth of feel- 
ing seldom attained by writers, although they 
do not have the swift pace of Merritt’s works, 
or the beautiful phra.seology of Lovecraft. 
judging by the requests of your other fans I 
do not stand alone in my preference for the 
before mentioned authors. Would it be possi- 
ble to reprint some of the works of Seabury 
Quinn? \Vhile his themes are usually more 
occult than scientific in nature f believe thev 
would be welcomed by your readers. 

.May I end by making a suggestion or two? 
First il vou won’t make FAMOUS FANTAS- 
TIC .MYSTERIES a monthly, please give us 
FANTASTIC NOVELS again on the alternate 
months. Secondly, why not reprint your colored 
fronts somewhere in the story they illustrate? 
Finlav and Paul deserve this. 

Faiilastically vours, 

Elll.laXh \\'. AI-BHICHT. 

bO'2 M.Nr'i .\v K., 

F vnivun \ r, \\' Va. 

F.F.Yl. FIRST 

It has Ika n some time since I have written 
to von in conjinu tion with the letter department 
of tliis swell magazine. 

The magazine, as a whole, is Still holding its 


Coming in the June Issue: 

Burn, Witch, Burn! 

A. Meiritts famous fantastic inystcvy ol the devil-dolls whose 
victims faces, when they met their fate, were stamped with horror 
and devilisli £^ee. 

Was it a murder art tliat science could fight, or was it Black Magic? 

Don t miss this amazing novel, illustrated by V'irgil Finlay, and 
famous short stories by fantasy favorites. On sale April 17. 





place in the fantasy field. iiain(-t\ . that of first. 
It w still up to its usual jjood (pialits , both in 
stories and illustrations. The only fault I lia\e 
to find is this; it is quite too lone between 
publication dates. 

Going back a few inontlis. Kiancis Stesens 
“Claimed" was a fine piece of work. Let us 
have more of this fellou'. His characterization 
can be bested by none of the others including 
my friend, Abe Merritt. Can \' 0 u tell me if the 
story "Avalon” by Stevens was ever published 
in book form? If not, is there anv \\av 1 can 
get hold of the story in magazine form? 

"Venus or Earth?” by Will \lcMor row wa'- 
just another of tliose things. 

I can’t say enough for the |uiie issue featur- 
ing England’s "Beyond tlie Groat Oblivion." I 
am anxiously awaiting the third of the trilogy 
England for adventure! I mean this in a liter- 
ary vein. Paul’s illustiations were (lands as 
were Finlay’s— both the cover and that do 
pictlng a scene from Brand’s ')ohii Ovingtni 
Returns” which story I liked a lot. 

"Tile Metal Mon.ster ” in the .^ng issue was 
typical of Merritt. Norhala. tfie Beauteous 
Was there ever such a woman? Bnl what a 
u'ay to go. I’ll bet before the authoi rewrote 
the story it had a happier ending, Merritt can 
surely build a word picture ol a be;nitifnl 
woman. 

The Oct. novel, “Palos of the Uog Star 
Pack" .... wow Mil don’t think I will be 
able to wait for "The Mouthpiece of Zitu.’’ 
Don’t have us waiting too long loi the second 
and third parts of tins trilogi . Finlas' was 
wonderful; one of the best c(u ( is he has e\ ei 
done. 

In closing, may I oiler ;t lev suggestions: 
Monthly publication. .More of Einlav, llov 
about Hannes Bok? More space hu the letter 
dept. 

I am still missing the lirsl issue ol 1'. l-h M. 
1 surely wish I could pick it up someu here. A 
fellow in Ohio sent me a eopv but when if 
arrived, it was missing the eo\ er as w ell as a 
few pages. Nuts! If any of the fans who read 
this will send that initial issue to me I (guaran- 
tee prompt payment. 

If there are any readers who might have 



an liilro'lucvory off<*r we 
wnt met’d you our 
matclied .vellow told ulate 
enfi'agein(>nl rlnc tir m <;>(l(llit(r 
rliijf, friifcAicrVdfni rinft 

has (lie new. popiilnr ADMIRA- 
TION H^ttliiU of :i fK'ry, flash- 
Inir ftlniiilalt’il PipiikuhI Soli- 

taire set off b.v O side 
llanlfi. The wet'.dinir pltiir 
mulch?'* pt-rfofily. ii.'ivltip, a tull 
wide hand of brlinanis. F.llher 
rintt for $1.00 or hoih for only 
Sl.TO. SliNI.t NO MONEY. Just 
nama. addresij and rliifr size. 
Wear fine 10 doy.s, if not 
v..'*ti.sriRc1 return- for full refund. Ruah ord«r today. 

CONTINENTAL JEWELRY CO- 
OEPT. R-545 RELOIT. WIK 


['inlav originals for sale. T would be pleased 
to consider an\ olh-rs. 

I guess tliis is enongli for tbis lime, I don I 
w ish to take up all the space in the dep t. So 
will close saying; Thanks for such u perfect 
setup as we gel in IfANtOt'S E.\NTASTIC. 
MYSTERIES 

Eanl'astie;ill\ rours, 
\'sef.u(s Hsi.F Hfineh. 

l'2o St:(:oM) Sr., 

GaL]1'ouni.\, P\. 

“Avalon" i.\ II lull' iiiijslaiij \tonj, hut not 
triiilij liiiitiislir. Do not knon ij it was used 
•11 II hooh. 

A ^E\V READER 

Read m\ (irsl co]r\ of your nuigaziiie yester- 
day, feiituring “Palos ol the Dog Star Pack. 
I’hink it w ;is \ erv good 

Noticed some titles ii. Ileaders \’iewpoint ol 
back miinbei's and wonder il any back copies 
:ire available. 

I read “Dwellers in the .Mirage" in ARGOSY 
and would like to read il again. Also "Dark- 
nes.s and Dawn,” I read tbis years ago as a boy 
and would certainly like to read it again. 

From what I b:i\c seen and read .so far I 
think this is g(’ing to he a great magazine. 
Could v'oti send me .■ list of available back 
numbers? I’d like to get suine of them. 

Box 104, M\[i\ in H.sll, 

Soe rii Cii vKLi s I o.N, \\ . \ \. 

We lim e .some hark (o/ne.- anil can fiiinish 
lists. 

LOVECRArr WOMIEREIJI. 

I'haitk von for the continued all around e.x- 
ecllency of FAMOUS K.WTASTIC MYS- 
TERIES. "Palos of the Dog Star Pack" I gave 
an A-ininus; it was an c.xeclleni story. However. 
“The Colorrr Out of Space” 1 unhc.sitatingh' 
gave an A, It was tnrls a masterpiece and an 
excellent selection for a l.ovcerafl storv The 
descriptions of the unknown and unheard-of 
growths are tnilv asve-insjriring. Finlay’s pic- 
ture does the storv justice, as also do Paul’s for 
the novel. 

I thought the short slois m tlx same issue 
"Out of the De.sert” was rather we;ik for F.F.M. 
Readers’ Viewpoint was good, rounding out an 
excellent is.sue. 

I finally got an opportunilv l(> read “The Face 
in the Abyss” and its srapiel “Tlie Snake 
Mother.” I gave “The Face” a B-plus, but 
thought “The .Snake Mother” a great epic in- 
deed. 

7 Arlington St., Svi.vi srr.u Buown, |h. 
CAMnniDCE, M.ass. 

SOME WANTED ITEMS 

As an ardent admirer of your excellent maga- 
zine I take tliis opportunity to chip m my two- 
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bits’ worth, such as it i;,. First got interested in 
yarns of the fantastic type back more years than 
I like to admit wlien I read your story “The 
Planet juggler.” Gue.ss I was about 14 years 
old at the time. That focussed my mind on the 
old Argo.sy and All-Story magazines. 

Since then have worked at the writing game 
off and on myself with a fair amount of luck. 

Hope sometime to get going again after the 
war is over— engaged in war-production right 
now and no time for writing. Didn't .start tliis 
letter, liowever, with tlie idea ol talking about 
myself. Wliat I want to get o\ er is the fact that 
I’ve long wanted to write von and express my 
gratification that von have the courage to ac- 
tually produce a strictly reprint magazine. Many 
of the yarns vou’s’e made available have long 
been out of print and out of sight to us who 
want them badly. I'hanks for the England tril- 
ogy— my three favorites 

Now for my main reason t(ji writing. 1 
wish to register some more titles which seem 
to have slipped everybody’s notice in all the 
readers’ letters I’ve read. How about reprint- 
ing Sheehan’s ‘‘Copper Princess”; "The Castle 
on the Crag,” “At His Mercy” “Pelluiidar,” 
“At the Earth’s Core.” “Under the Moons of 
Mars” and the rest of Inirroughs s Mars stories; 
“The Light of Death” “Stardust,” “The Lady 
in the Pyramid,” “Fish-Head,” by Cobb; “Off 
the Earth,” “The Black Comet,” “The Terrible 
Three,” “Castaways of the Year 2,000” ( by all 
means) and a certain story concerning a Prof. 
Denton who invented a Universal Solvent called 
Id’P Can’t remember the title. I’ll bet a lot of 
the fans w'ill be backing me up on most of 
this list if you see fit to print it If space forbids 
printing letter entire, would appreciate space 
enough for this list of sacred stuff ' ■hich I want 
to read again. 

50 Smitti Ave. R, J. Robbins. 

BniDGTON, Me. 

MENTIONING E. R. BURROUGHS 

Although I have been a reader of FAMOUS 
FANTASTIC MYSTERIES since Number 1 of 
Volume I, no single story has impressed me so 
satisfactorily as “The Citadel ol Fear” by Fran- 
cis Stevens, in the February, 1942 issue. Since 
“Claimed” by the same author was almost as 
good, can only ask that, if other works by 
Stexens are availalile, they be considered for 
jiublication in the near future. 

Like most other readers I have mentally com- 
piled a long list of stories I would like to see 
printed again from the Munsey files. None of 
the.se I have read, so my desire arises from the 
intriguing titles, the fame of the author, or the 
praise given by those who have read them. 
There is; “Morning Star” by H. Rider Hag- 
gard; “The Second Deluge” by C. ServLss; “A 
Queen of Atlantis” by Frank Aubrey; “A Round 
Trip to the Year 2000.” “Adrift in the Un- 



BlUEPBIIj! 

reading 



JUST OUT-FOR THE MAN WHO 
WORKS FROM BLUE PRINTS 

*'The Blue Print of Today !s 
the Machine of Tomorrow." 
AUDELS ANSWERS ON 
BLUE PRINT READING cov- 
ers All Types of plan reading 
including AIRCRAFT & SHIP 
BUILDING — tells How to 
Easily Understand Working 
Drawings. 

What to look for first. TelU 
what each Line and each Sym- 
bol Means. The relation of one 
part to another. How to Under- 
stand Scales & Specificationa. 
How to Make a Sketch. How to 
Make Blue Prints. A Key Book for Every 
Mechanic, Builder & Draughtsman — 362 
pages — It’s New, Comprehensive. Fully 
Illustrated. Gives Short Cuts. Helps, Hlnta; 
Suggestions. Questions and Answers. 


ASK VO SEE IT* 
g«t this assistance for yourself* 
simply fill In and mail coupon today. 




AUDEL, Publishers. 49 West 23rd St.* Now York 

Please mall AUDELS BLUE PRINT REAOINQ (PHce $2). If satlefsctOry. f 
will remit S2 on Its sate arrival, otherwisa I will return the book. 


Name 


Address.... 
Occupation. _ 
Company. _ _ . 
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0 BEAN 


ARTIST 


BY SPARE TIME TRAININA 

Trained Hrtlfts aro capable 4 
earning $30. $50, $73, a weefc. 
Prepare for afi Art tareer rliroiigb 
oiir practical, prmon inefliod — prepare al home In your apare tloio 
COMMERCIAL ART, ILLUSTRATING. CARTOONING all In one 
“omplele course. TWO AHTISTS’ OUTFITS with training. Writ# 
ror FUEE BOOKLET. “Art for Pleasure und Profit” — tells all 
Hbout our method and opnortuntleR In art. Mall postcard today 
for full particulars. No obligation. State age. 

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Sludio 713A 
1115-15th Street, N. W. Woshinglon, 0. C 


f U. s. " r " 

Government 

^ JOBSr Jf 


START 


$1260 to $2100 a Year 


Prepare 
Immediately for 
1942 Examinations 
Men— Women 


/ FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept F237 
^ Rochester, N. Y. 

.Sirs’ Rush to me \vltlioul charge (1) 
32 Page Civil ^ ;f2-pagfi book with list of L. B. Govem- 
Service Book ^ iisent jobs. (2) Cell mo how to Qualify for 
FREE / one of these jobs. 

Mail Coupon / Name 

today sure. AddrcBB 
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GREATER PHOTO PRODUCTS CO. 


709 I. TREMONT AVC..<OCPT. P ) N. Y. C. 


FALSE TEETH 

KLUTCH HOLDS THEM TIGHTER 

ECLUTCH forms a comfort cushion; holds dental plates 
90 much firmer and snugger that one can eat and talk 
with greater comfort and security; in many cases almost 
as wall as with natural feefh. Klutch lessens the constant 
fear of a dropping, rocking, chafing plate. 25c and 50c 
at druggists. ... If your druggist hasn't it, don’t waste 
money on suhsTtriiTes, but send us 10c and we will mail 
you a generous trial box. 

KLUTCH CO., Box 2944-B, ELMIRA, N. Y. 


CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS 

U. S. iinused postane \\aiui:(l at 'Mi', rai*’ l.it- 'loniMiiiiuii Ions ’ic 

In Illc, fare valiif fur (leiiomiiiHi ion.v -jin id r.or. Kirmll IdIs S.'.', 

face value. MAIL S!TA>rrs ItKClSTiMcilo Money sent Ijy return 

mall. 

GARBER SERVICE. 72 .'itli A ve.. Dfliit. I5&;^ N. Y. C, 

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents) 

Sell oii^illusnnU'd (‘(iinli l'>(ii;k[«>is :in.| diIm i tiowliirv. ICh< li 
lei air.e^'/i by Ten iliflVmil >ai!)iilf‘ booklcl' s<-iii for .'nii' or J.'. 

assorted for $1.I)0 or lOd ii.s.soit.Di roi siiii)|)c(! w'hiiU" 

sale novelty price llbf sent win. Dv<ir.i onir V-i r o h. .d.I'i^ sm.i 
(•Hsh. Stamps or .Money -Oidfi-, 

REP8AC SALES CO.. I West I3 St.. Dept. I503. New York. N. Y. 


8 Mile Range - Wide Vision 

BIN0CULARS$/|75 

15 DAYS FREE TRIAL 
Post Paid or C. O. D. 

(.’otnes coiiiplrii' wirli cum- ,i;.! 

Well around pmverfiil lene. K.nsiJy t'oriisod for all nii’l 

eye widths. Luiest features. Monl Hll-wcuMicr iiin-n Gii:u - 

anteed. If not satisfied after 15 dny^ trial. nioiD v iii'nti U'i. 

Vogue Binocular Co. 6420 S. 'Ashland Dept. 430 CliiiaB'i 
‘‘AffracriVe Proposition lor Agents" 



SCREW- 
IN PLUG 



New FLUORESCENT 

Screws Into Sockc 
l.lke Ordinary Bui 

liRirrS low as in. 

oliifliiie Tuhe.— Ko “in.stall.T- 
lion" nr hpcojal wirl oc — in 

anrt llithl: ihoso f.n'I-MClS'r: ro.-Uin*>«« 
now onen up rnltulniis saic.s to 
office**, |■a^•^•>l•le.s. lionio' — <^^ .scn^atioo- 
al BenuiMP Ff.UOFnsCENT l.igUtln;;. 
Three Tinie.s ihe Litrlit — t.lke rlayllBhl- 
SavoB Us own cfist jn riirrpnt iisc«l. 
liuHh unme I'oc fact*.. All free 
NAMCO, Depl. 132 . 433 E. Erie St.. 

Chicago. III. 


MUSIC 


COMPOSED 
TO POEMS 


Send poem for consideration. Rhyming pamphlet free. 
Phonograph eleotrical transcriptions made, $7.00 from 
your word and music manuscript. Any subject considered, 
Love, Home, Sacred, Swing. 


KEENAN’S MUSIC SERVICE 


Bex 2I4U. Depl. MC 


Bridgeport, Conn. 


kiiinvii.” “'Miirdoiu'd in 1492” all by Williani VV. 
Cook; “Tile Golden Blip;Iit” bv George A. 
England. 

I have noticed that no mention is made ol 
reprinting some ot Edgar R. Bnrrougbs' earlier 
woi'ks. I think thi.s is a mistake. If only for 
ciirio.sa, such .stories a.s “The Lad and the Lion” 
and “Ben, King of the Bea.sts,” or “H. R. II. 
The Rider” would command a large following. 

As for the controv ersy over again publi.shing 
"The Moon Pool” complete, I side with the 
negative, since this is olvtainahle in hook form 
cvi'ii now. 

Yonr selection ot .short stories 1 have found 
most satisfactorv. In fact, the only criticism I 
van find in EA.VIOUS FANTASTIC MYS- 
TERIES is tlial it appears jnst half often 
'■nongli, so—! 

SlANI.K.Y H. 

c/o Famous Fanlastic .Mvsleries. 

280 Broadvvav , N. V. 

SOME (;OOD IDEAS 

I have just finishecl reading “The Citadel of 
Kear.” It wars good after tlie first few chapters. 
Thev were avvtollv slow. Doll openings seem 
to he one ol the weaknesses ol Old School 
writers. Thev didn't believe in slarting in w'ith 
both guns bucking the wav onr authors do to- 
dav . Bnl mav be they’ie right and we're too im- 
|ialicnl these (lavs. W'e want everything in a 
hiirrv . 

I ('an I innh't.slaiid vvhv von don t publish 
l•'.l''.^l. inonthlv. .Anything as good as F.F.M. 
I, light III he ahir III sell vvondcrl nllv ev en as a 
VV ceklv . 

I niiti(c von still owe ns a number ol se- 
(|iicls. W'eVe still vviiiting for "Tin* Man Who 
Mastered rime ” and “Into the Infinite.” as well 
as the other |. fi. Ciesv stories. .Also “The Prin- 
cess of the .Atom” h\ Cininnings which, al- 
though not a se(|iiel in the strict sense of the 
vviird is I. loselv related. a( least a eonsin to, the 
original .Atom stoi v . 

I would h'k(' lo sec some ol the Garrett Ser- 
\ os longer storir's, cs[reciallv “The Second 
Deluge'’ and “The Cotupiesl of .Mars.” Serviss 
got plenty of action into his stoi'ii's and he's a 
rclicl Iroin some ol Ihc slower paced, moK' 
“litcr;irv' authors. 

I don’t know vvhethei I dreamed It or not bnl 
didn’t A. Merrill write a srapie) to “The Metal 
Monster” called “The Metal Emperor”? And if 
you reprint his “Ship ol Islitar” please give it lo 
us as it was originally published in ARGOSY 
and not in fire shortened version in which it 
appeared in book form. I don’t know what book 
publishers cut novels for. 

■A word about Finlay. His covers are superl). 
Thtjy are really artistic. There’s only one trouble 
He paints the women’s bodies heautilully bnl 
when he gets to the face he seems to run into 
difficrrlties. Take the girl on the cover ol “The 


Metal Monster” issue lor example. \o one could 
call her pretty. Well, maybe Finlay doesn’t 
want them to be pretty. How do I know? 

I’m glad to see that “The Radio Planet” is 
coming through at last. That really completes 
the series, with the e.xxcption of “The Radio 
Menace,” which doesn’t count (with me at 
least). I hope some day to see you publish 
“The Radio Man” in one issue so that I can 
get all three stories hound together to form 
a continuous narrative. 

I’d like to see you publish "The Radio Gun- 
Runners” and “The Radio Flyers.” too. Al- 
though they have no connection with the first 
Radio series they are darn good stories, too. 

WlLI-ICM S'lOCKEBn.yND. 

1714 No. Redi'ield Si., 

West Philadei.piua, P.\. 

“The Metal Emperor’ is aii ahritli^ecl rersinn 
0 / “The Meta! Monster’’ 

ANOTHER FAN GLIB! 

I believe that it would be ot interest to read- 
ers of F.F.M. residing ir Minneapolis, St. Paul, 
or the surrounding territory, tti know tliat there 
exists an active group of fantasy followers 
called the Minneapolis Eantastj Socieii/. 

This organization has on its roster such names 
as Clifford D. Simak, Carl Jacobi, Oliver E. 
Saari, Samuel D. Russell, and John Chapman— 
ill well-known as prominent authors and fans. 

Among the i lanv activities of the club are: 
recording of original fantasy dreams, making 
science-fictional sound nio\'ies. fan magazine 
publishing, constructive literary criticism, out- 
ings, plans to secure thi 1913 World Sciem-e 
Fiction Conxention, etc. And then, of course, 
there is always time for the good old fan-gab- 
fest, so dear to ex ery Fan’s heart, as someone 
aptly expressed it. 

The main purpose ol this letter is to gel in 
touch xvilh those fans xvho are sincerely in- 
terested in fantasy, but who haxen’t heard ot 
the MF.S as x et, • . for .some reason have re- 
mained “hermits.” We can assure them a 
hearty welcome, and uianx cnjovahle hours, so 
why not get in ' .uch with Samuel D. Russell. 
3236 Clinton, S. E., Minneapolis ( Phom 
I Ocust 7423), Directoi. or 

Phil Hiionson, 

Sec . -T m;.x Slit I'.n .\ 1 FS . 

224 Wesi 6in St., 

II.XSTINCS, Min'n. 

KEEP LP THE GOOD WORK! 

Congratulations! .May 1 commend you on y our 
latest two novels, “The Aftergloxx',” (the best 
of the trilogy) and “The Citadel of Fear”? Fin- 
lay’s inside draxvings were excellent. 

Will you please try to publish some shorter 
novels occasionally, about 70 or 80 pages? By 
doing this you may have more short stories per 
issue, and though 1 like a good book-length 
novel, I like short stories also 


WHArSECREr POWER 
MPTHfANCIENISFOSfEIS? 


Arc the stories of the great miracles of 
the past legend or fact? Is it possible that 
once the forces of nature were at the com' 
mand of man? Whence came that power? 
Startling is the revelation that the strange 
wisdom they possessed has been preserved 
for centuries and today is available to all 
who seek a Mastery op Life. 

Send For Free Sealed Book 
Those today who have acquired these 
Cosmic truths find them simple, forceful, 
and the instrument by which they fashion 
a new and abundant life. Write the Rosi' 
crucians (not a religious organization), 
who have carefully guarded these agC'Old 
principles, to send you the free Sealed Book 
which tells how YOU, too. may acquire 
this personal guidance. (The curious not 
invited) Address: Scribe C 1. Z. 

The ROSICRUCIANS 

San Jose A M O R C Califorma 
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BLACK /> 



Thi? remarkable CAKE discover^', 

TINTZ Jet Black Shampoo, washes out 
dirt, loo?e dandruff, grease, grime end 
safely g-ivea hair a real smooth iET BLACK 
TINTthat fairlyiflowswithlifeandluslre. 

Don't put up with faded dull, burnt, off color hair 
a minute longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works 
ffradua) . . . each shanipoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, softer, 
easier to mana^fc. No dyed took. Won't huit permanents. Full cak* 

50c (3 for $1). TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark 
Brown. Titian, and Blonde. Order today! State shade wanted. 

cFMn Kira iwiraKicv -’'‘SH^xiostnianpiuspoac. 

I I a^e on our positive asauP' 

aiicc of satisfaction in 7 days or your money back. (We Pay Postage 
if roiTiititince comes with order.) Don't wait —Write today to 

TINTZ COMPANY, DeptdOA 207 N. MICHIGAN, CHICACA 

'CANA0IAN OFF/ert D*pt.90 BAa COLLeat BTflCCT.TOIIONTO 

ASTHMA AGONY 
CURBED FIRST DAY 

For Thousands of Sufferers 

Choking, gasping, wheezing Bronchial Asthma attacks 
poison your system, ruin your health and put a load on 
your heart. Thousands quickly and easily palliate re- 
curring choking, gasping Bronchial Asthma symptoms with 
a doctor’s prescription called Mendaco, now distributed 
thru drug stores, to help nature remove thick strangling 
excess mucus and promote welcome restful sleep. fAendaco 
is not a smoke, dope or injection. Just pleasant tasteless 
tablets. Printed guarantee with each package — money back 
unless it satisbes you Ask your druggist for Mendaco 
today for only 60c. 
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Getting Up Nights 
Makes Many Feel Old 

Do you feel older than you are or suffer from Getting 
Up Nights, Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness* 
Swollen Ankles, Rheumatic Pains, Burning, scanty or fre* 
quent passages? If so, remember that your Kidneys are vital 
to your health and that these symptoms may be due to non- 
organic and non-systemic Kidney and Bladder troubles — in 
such cases CYSTEX (a physician’s prescription) usually 
gives prompt and joyous relief by helping the Kidnys flush 
out poisonous excess acids and wastes. You have everything 
to gain and nothing to lose in trying Cystex. An iron-clad 
guarantee wrapped around each package assures a refund of 
your money on return of empty package unless fully satisfied. 
Don't take chances on any IGdney medicine that is not 
^ guaranteed. Don't delay. Get 

H Cystex (Siss-tex) from your 

^ druggist today. Only 35c. The 

Flush Kidneys guarantee protects you. 


3 in 1 RADIO TUNER 

Only $1 .00 Postpaid 

1. Aerial Eliminator 

2. Antenna Tuner 
3. Wave Trap 

.<itetlc caused by electrical appliances, rain, 
Move y 



[lllnilnaies hums, cllcka, .‘itetlc caused by i 

wind, oic. Keplacea old. Ineffective outside aerials. 
anywhere. The 3 In 1 Improvea the reception of weak statk 
separatee Interfering atatlona, gives you greater volum# end dis- 
tance. Uses no power, lasts life nf radio. Also works on battary 
radios. Takas minute to connect. 5 DAY FREE TRIAL. SEND n6 
MONEY. Simply pay Postman $1.00 plus few cents postoga OP we 
vrtll send poi<tpald for ona dollar bill. Vogue Kllminalor Co>, 84S0 
S. Ashland Ave.. Dept. e>139, Chicago. AQINTS WANTED# 


STUDY AT HOMB 

Legally tralDCd moi wlnhlgh^ 
er poflltloofl and bigger flu<v 
cesB Id bUBlDeas and pubUo 

life. Greater oDportonItles now ttiaa 
ever before. Big corpomtloDa sea 
_ baadad br men with i«sal training. 

More AMIty: Mere Preetlge: Mere Money 

Va guide yoa etep br^sUp. Too can train at bona 
^ _arlng spare tlma. Degraa of LL. B. ^ccessfol 
gradoates In arery eactloB of tlia U. B. Wo fonlth 
ma text jMUria. Incladlng Id-Tolqine law Library. Low cost, easy 
tfiRBa. (w eot yaloable dB-page'‘Law Tralningfor Laadenbip” and 
^■▼fdenee" ba^s FREE. Bend for them NOw. 

Sktanaloii tlatvarBlty* Daple 356-1 CtdoEga 
A CDrrwapwdawcw InatilutIwD 



'^UNS and SWORDS 

Aie yuu Iniereatr^l in 
Old Guns. Plslnls. Armor'' 
You'll find tlirsc’ and many 
oilior rrlii'3 In our new ralaloB, listiiiK hundreds 
of flutlienllc Uemii. 

Civil War sabre and scabbard — $4 postpaid. S|>i'lng' 

held breech-loading musket with bayonet — 96 plus slil|>- 
ping cost. Swovrt bayonet and scabbard — $2. no <P1’). To 
get new exciting catalog of sword.s, guns. (Jaggers. oirl 
armor and den decorations — send 10c. 

ROBERT ABELS R-SSO.LEXINGTON AV'- . Y. . . 



HAND-COLORED in OIL 

HOTO FNLARGEIVIENT 


Beautifully mounted in 7x9 white 
frame mat. Made from any photo- 
graph, snapshot or negative. Origi- 
nal returned. Send 25c and stamp 
— no other charges. 

COLORGRAPH, Dept. MS-11. 

17 N. LeClaire Chicogo 


25c 

PLUS 3c 
STAMP 
for Moiling 


QUICK PROFITS luNDJ<^ 


BUILD A BIG PAY ROUTE 
S«ll To Storos on Now Plan 

Carry a complete " Wholesale Supply House" 

In your hand. Let os start you making Big 
lleoey Id perreaneot baelnesa of yoor owb. Show 
flkorokaapers to every business how to E>OUBLB 
grofiti oo Nationally Advertised Goods. Over 200 
rrodoets. Ho eKperlenes needed. Ws sapply 
•Terythlng. Free Book gives amaelng fects. 

WORLD’S PRODUCTS COMPANY 
0#pt. ^2? Soencer. Indiana 



VVlieii are yon going to publish some o( Gar- 
rett P. Serv iss’s novels— and don’t forget Homer 
Eon Flint! I ask (in a timid voice) how about 
trimmed edges and monthly publication? Well, 
there’s my two cents’ worth! 

45 Peushin'c Ave., Ben fM)it:K. 

Elizabeth, N. J. 

P.S. Oh yeah— where are tho.se new Merri- 
tales? Get after Abe! And keep up the good 
work! 

NEW FAN CLUB? 

I have read nearly every issue of F.F.M. and 
F.N. since they started. I think they are about 
the best in the fantasy field. 

I would like to have the rest of the Palos 
stories soon. Finlay is tlie one for me, although 
Paul fs good, too. When do we get some more 
of Merritt’s work? I would tike to get the rest 
of the "Moon Pool” ;ind “Conquest of the Moon 
Pool.” 

Anyone interested in starting a tan club near 
here please get in touch with me. .As usual f 
wish we could have F.F.M. every month. 

Box 807, Rt. 3, DeLancey Cowan, 

Kelso, Wash. 

F.F.M. SERVICE TO FANS 

I would like to add my voice to the applause 
of appreciation you art: receiving from so man}' 
fans. You are performing a service which is 
almost unique among the professional fanta.sv 
magazines— giving us new fantasy fans a chance 
to read and appreciate some of the great works 
of fantasy which we would otherwise never 
read. 

I have enjoyed immensely reading “The Blind 
S]rot,” “The Metal Monster,” “The Face in the 
.Yhyss, ” “The Dwellers in the Mirage," “The 
Spot of Life,” “The Colour Out of Space,”— oh, 
nearly an. story you have printed witfi a few 
exceptions. You liave given us all of the trilogy 
by England. Hesitate no longer in bringing us 
“fnto the Infinite,” by A. Hall. 

Rush also “The Ship of Ishtar,’ and gi\e us 
some more stories by Lovecraft, if the}' are 
all as good as the one you published. And if it 
is possible, give us some stories which were first 
printed by other publishers, such as the “Sky- 
lark” series by Smith and other great works of 
seiencc-fiction. 

Oh, yes, 1 almost lorgot the entire purpose of 
writing this letter— to prai.se Francis Stevens 
on his wonderful job of writing "The Citadel 
of Fear.” I don’t know why you haven’t printed 
this unusually fine story before. Your statement 
on page two praising the story summarizes my 
feelings exactly. 

And make F.F.M. monthly or revive F.N. or 
bring out a quarterly. 

Gbadv a. Whitehead, Ja. 

4039 Bvlks Ave., 

Fout Worth. Texas. 
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What A Difference It Makes When You Wear Lee Union- Alls — Lee Overalls — Lee Shirts & Pants! 


Photos Show Why More Men Buy lt0G 
Than Any Other Union-Made Work Clothes 


Are you ready for a bigger job with more 
pay?... Will you be one of the thousands of 
ambitious men picked for promotion in the 
next few weeks? Don’t risk being "left behind” 
— just because your clothes don’t make you 
look like the capable man you really are. 
These photos show how famous Lee Clothes 
give you smarter looks — the kind of appear- 
ance that calls attention to your real ability! 

Lee Tailored Sizes give extra comfort, and 
longer wear, too! See your Lee Dealer now\ 


UE TAIIOREO SIZES 

iMt 

SANFOItl2IO«SHRUNK 


(Frtric Shrinkage Less Than 1 %) Trenton, N, J. 

San Francisco, Calif. 


FREE/ Write for color swatches, 
literature and name of nearest 
dealer. Address Dept- AF-2. 

Copyright 1942 

THE H. D. LEE MERC. COMPANY 

Kansas City, Mo. Minneapolis, Minn. 

South Bend, Ind. 
Salina, Kans, 


UNION-MADE 


Lee 
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To People 

Who Want to Write 

but can’t f(pt started 


Do you have the constant urge to write but the fear that a beginner hasn’t a chance? 
Then listen to what the editor of ‘Liberty’ has to say on the subject: 


“T/ieic more room tor newcomers in ihe writing field today — and especially in 
Liberty Magazine — than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing men and 
women have passed from the scene in recent years. Who will take their places? 
Who will be the new Robert W . Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling and 
many other whose work we have published? ft is also true that m^re people are 
tiying to write than ever before, but talent is still rare and the writer still must 
learn his craft, as few of the newcomers nowadays seem willing to do. Fame, 
riches and the happiness of achievement await the new men and women of power.” 

ir'ritinf! AptitinU- Test — FKEEi 

T he Newspaper Institute of America offers a free Writing Aptitude 
Test. Its object is to discover new recruits for the army of men and 
women who add to tlieir income by fiction and article writing. The Writ- 
ing Aptitude Test is a simple but 'expert analysis of your latent ability, 
your powers of imagination, logic, etc. Not all applicants pass this Test. 
Those who do are qualified to take the famous N.I.A. course based on 
tbe practical training given by big metropolitain dailies. 


This is the New York Copy Desk Method which teaches you to write by 
writing! You develop your individual style instead of trying to copy that 
of others. 


WM MU(f$ WRITEU 

TM tvtAtfiilMts 

•JuittiMirt 

kavt Imylrttf mof* writer* 
ttiAfi mg otMr !• 

Every war kat 
h wia e ked or marked -ilw 
iMktaa weiet la tke *•- 
reerv at laniimerable »f tie 
vmrM'v •reateet 
L-AufeMe Stallinte. Wtlia 
Catliar. CnNit l^vailM* 
CdfM Ferbvr. trvia 
& CaM* Jaka Baekaa. 
■ Wmsor Horet. ftekaii W. 
fChkabara. C. K. Ckeuar* 
Cditk WbarUa, B«- 
>art Br aofc a . Rudyard Kip* 
nsB. Bkiyeed Audertea. 
- M B«l i few ef maay 
mhm raraen bataa er 
^iBikW M« mamaalain lu 
'iraHimp. TMrwar man 
.Ifour paldep appartasUy ta 
/T^praa* yattraatt! Bead to* 
day fir awur N. l. a. Writ* 
Urn AptHudc Tart. Bkaeial 
tarwif aad priWIefee far 
mm in Areaad 


You “cdver” actual assignments such as metropoli- 
tan reporters get. Although you work at home, on 
your own time, you are constantly guided by e\- 
perienced writers. It is really fascinating work. Each 
week you see new progress. In a matter of months 
you can acquire the coveted “professional” touch. 
Then you’re ready for market with greatly im- 
proved chances of making sales. 

Mail the Limpoa t\ou'I 

But the first step is to take the Writing Aptitude 
Test. It requires but a few minutes and costs noth- 
ing. So mail the coupon now! Make the first move 
towards the most enjoyable and profitable occupa- 
tion-writing for publication! Newspajrer Institute 
of America, One Park Avenue, New York. (Founded 
1925 ) 


j Newspaper Institute of America 

I Park Avenue, New York 

{ ■ Send me without cost or oDligatron. your writing Aptitude Test 

I and further information ibout writing for prohL 

i Mrp. I 

C MUs 1 

« -Mr. I 

f 
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J (All correspondence confidential. Mo salesman will cell on you.) sscee? 



SO-YEAR-OLD 
SELLS FIRST 
STORY BEFORE 
COMPLETING 
COURSE 

“For thirty years I 
floundered in and <Mif 
of various pursuits 
vainly seeking one 
which would be satis- 
factory. With my en- 
rollment in N.I.A., the 
quest of years ended. 
The sale of my first 
feature article to In- 
dianapolis Star, four 
months be/ore I com- 
pleted the course, 
thrilled and inspired 
me. And *little checkaf 
are growing upl So 
thanks to the N.I.A., 
t sit on top of the 
world — at fifty.”^ 
Helen C. Tyrell, Bour- 
bon. Ind. 



BUS DRIVER 
SELLS 8 STORIES 

"Since reporting the 
sale of my first at- 
tempt at a magazine 
article, I have sold 
three others, also four 
feature stories were ac- 
cepted by the local 
newspaper. The credit 
ts all yours. When you 
consider that I'm a 
driver for the local bus 
company, you can 
readily see my time is 
well taken up,’'^Her- 
man R. Bach, Box 113 
Pacific Grove. Calif. 
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